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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Judicious may diſplay their Criticiſm, and the = 
Serious their Cenſare, on the following Pages; but 

if there is any Merit in thew, they will pleaſe to obſerve, 

That they were wrote in the eighteenth and nineteenth Tens 
of the AUT HOR's Age: They will not, therefore, 
conider them as the Reſult of mature Thought, but as the 
Flights of a youthful Fancy, penned as an Amuſement at the 
AUTHO R's vacant Hours, 


| Limerick, January 1, 1765. 
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1 N. B. The Reader is requeſted to 8 
Bade Error in the Friating, as the Auther could not attend at 
the Preſs. | ; 
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HAVANNAH, 


a INSC RIBED TO 


Mer. HUGH F ERRAR 


F 


HUNTINGDON. 


AT, tender Sir, will it revive a tear 

8 Fer the lav'd:youth wiiom you have held 

ſo dear, 

If I deſcribe the Sixox that fir d his breaſt, 

The glorious Sixox that Britons now deteſt ; 

Twas there he nobly fought ; his life was ſpar'd, 

And blooming laurels were his juſt reward, 

Which flouriſh ſtill, and will be ever green, 

Tho' the young ſoldier ſhould no more be ſeen * 
A 


A 2.5) 

| is I decline his (1) ſhipwreck to relate, 

His death how ſudden ! How ſevere his fate! 

How ſhall my Muſe expand her tender wing 
To reach the theme, th' heroic theme I ſing; 
Too complicate already to be ſung,  - 
(My mind diſconſolate and weak my tongue) 
Enough to paint the diſmal bloody ſcene, 
Where fickneſs and the ſword ſo much did reign. 


Arrzx a five years war with the proud Gaul, 
When all their tott'ring pow'r began to fall; 
After invaſion's empty ſchemes were croſt, 

And by Pirr's wiſdom all their greatneſs loſt ; 
Fearing the little pow'r they had to loſe, 
Driv'n by deſpair ſome remedy to chooſe ; 

In Spain's full coffers all their hopes they place, 
With Spaniſb gold to gild their foul diſgrace. 
Spain's monarch, lull'd in luxury and eaſe, 
Forgetful of the former well-known days, 

In which the mighty Drake their fleet o'erthrew, 
In ſpite of all that e en the (2) Pore cou'd do; 
Forgetful of BxiTann1a's conqu'ring tar, 
Declares gainſt her a ſhort unproſp'rous war. 


CA ego oe: ww was 


a twwoil 


* 


Bux e'er the Spaniard was eight months our foe, 
Great GEORGE's ſubjecis made the tyrant know 
Their force; where th' Atlantic rolls his waves, 
And where each river ſo much treaſure laves. 


Anſon,” 


(1) Alluding to bis ſon Captain Hugh Ferrar, who was 
loſt on the coalt of England, in his paſſage from the Ha- 


vannah, 


(2) The Pope nam'd the fleet, the Invincible Armada. 


Anſon, who ſail'd the Globe's great ſurface round, 
Who, by his perſeverance, riches found 

Who knew each city of great wealth or mart, 
Plann'd out a way to wound their tend” reſt part: 
Th' HAVvAVNAH was th' ineftimable prize, 

At once expos'd to Britiſh Heroe's eyes. 

(1) A general, form'd with ev'ry requiſite, 

That fits the hardy vet'ran for the fight ; 

(2) An admiral, who made the Indies "och 
BzriToNs can conquer whereſoe' er they go; 

Are choſen to command the valiant band, 

Who leave, in ſearch of fame, their native land. 
The billows, conſcious of the precious ſtore, 
Receive the charge to waft em ſafely oer: 
Triumphantly the boundleſs main they ſweep, 
(May Bx1Toxs long reign maſters of the deep) 

' Swiftly they glide, and at the (3) Cape are join'd, 
By (4) Douglas of a gallant, daring mind; 
With troops well harden'd by fatigue and toil, 
The ſun's exceſſive heat and frozen foil ; 

Elate with victory they wiſh to ſee 

The place, to prove their uſual bravery ; 

Nor hope they long—for quickly it appears, 
The object of ſo many doubts and fears. 
HAvANNAH“'s glitt'ring ſpires they now behold} | 
Adorn'd with filver, and with burniſh'd gold 
They ſee the place, environ'd all around, 
With all the ſtrength of advantag'ous ground ; 


A 2 The 
(1) The a of Albemarle. (2) Sir George Pocock. 
(3) Cape Nichola, the N. W. point of Hiſpaniola. 


(4) With part of the 1 that conquer ed Quebec and 
Martixics. 
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Tue ſtrongeſt walls and forts on ev'ry ſide, 
And the great Moro, the rich Spaniard's pride ! 


Of ibis poſleſs'd, they thought, but thought in vain, 


No human force cou'd their great riches gain. 
By nature fortify'd, and more by art, 

They thought impregnable was ev'ry part. 
BriTAnNia's ſons arrive to prove their choice, 
Of nobly heark*ning to their country's voice; 
Albemarle lands, and boldly ſhews the way, 
'Tis his to lead, and their's to win the day. 

A ſpacious harbour, and a num'rous fleet, 
Raiſes the flame that makes each boſom beat ; 
Each ſoldier ſeems, on valour's wings to fly, 
Reſolv'd'to gain the prize or bravely die. 

Soon as they land, the well plann'd camps they form; 
Now they prepare to cannonade and ſtorm 
All ſuccour from the country is deny'd, 


The town is ſoon beſet on ev'ry ſide : 

(1) One camp in front, in (2) rear another lies, 
T' engage th enemy by a feint ſurprize; 

The grand arrangement thus completely made, 
By human ſkill no better could be laid. 

Had I the genius Homer did enjoy, 

When he divinely ſung the wars of Troy; 

Fir'd with the glorious theme, I wou'd ſet forth 
Our ſoldier's courage, their internal worth; © 
Unanimous the greateſt toil they bore, 
Dragging the cannon o'er a rocky ſhore , 

Tho' ſome with thirſt and heat's exceſs drop dead, 
The reſt with reſolution gave their aid; 

In the moſt perfe& unanimity, 


The oldiers and the alan did agree 3 And 


(1) Gen. KeppetPs camp. (2) Col. How's camp. 
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(3) 

And all their hardſhips ſerv'd but to increaſe, 
A thirſt for conqueſt in each Barris breaſt. 
The bravecommander knew his ſoldiers might, 
That they were us'd to conquer as to fight : | 
All things are poſſible to men like thee ; 
Batt'ries againſt the Moro now they raiſe, 
And on the hill whereon the caſtle ſtands, 

To drive the (i) veſſels farther from the land. 


Now they commence the great hoſtilities, 
And the loud cannon rend the peaceſul ſkies z 
Inceſſantly the horrid thunders roar, 

Spread devaſtation round from. ſhore to ſhore z 
The diſtant ſhores e en tremble at the ſound, 
And man's vaſt art, great nature does confound. 


Ox either ſide the conflict was maintain'd, 
But neither ſide had an advantage gain d, 
When the beſieg'd a furious ſally make | 
By courage urg'd, and their dear gold at take; 
Impetuouſly they ruſh upon their foe, 

Reſolv'd to give ſome great, deciding blow) 3. 
But Engliſh valour forc'd them ſoon to yield, 
Leaving ſome hundreds on the ſatal field. 


Wuile theſe great works were carried on aſhore, 
The gallant tars reſolve on ſomething more: 
Brave (2) Harvey by repeated courage try d, 
Attacks the Moro on the northern fide : 
Now opes a ſcene of wonder and ſurprize ; 
For half a day this wooden batt'ry lies 


Cloſe 


(i) The Spaniſt fleet which lay in the barbour. 
(2) With the Dragon, Cambridge and Marſborengb. 


(6s) 

Cloſe to the fort, and all their fire returns, 
While either fide with rage and fury burns: 
Aſtoniſn'd at the dreadful, bloody ſcene, 
Neptune retires into his native main. 
At length, when ev'ry deck was fill'd with gore, 
And mangl'd bodies cover'd them all o'er, | : 
 Unwillingly they left the fatal fhore. 
This event made th' enemy's courage higher, | 
From th' other ſide they ſend inceſſant fire: 
Never was Engliſb valour match'd before, | 
Great was the Spaniards brav'ry, their's much 

more z | 
They ne' er had foes till now worthy their care, 
But all their warlike ſkill had trial there, 
During this time, the brave beſiegers feel, 
Fatigue and hardſhip inſupportable ; 
Thouſands together groan with fever's rage, 
Vain is each art its power to aſſwage; 
Spent with hard duty, wanting life's ſupport, 
To eaſe the wretched, , vain is each effort: 
The ſoldiers, languiſhing in their diſeaſe, 
Supplicate death their wretchedneſs to eaſe : 
Impatient, oft they ſend their longing eyes, 
Hoping to ſee th American (1) ſupplies ; 
But none appear ; and th' exhauſted force 
To their own efforts only have recourſe. 
»Midſt all theſe difficulties, this diſtreſs, 
To what relief cou'd they now have acceſs ? 


What laſt expedient cou'd their leaders chooſe ? 
New ſpirits throꝰ the army they infuſe ; 


Ama OZ ZSP 3222 


; They 
(1) Theſe ſupplies of ſoldiers from New Terk did not ar- 
Tive till after the Moro way torm'd. | 


6 

They rouze em up, and ſet before their eyes | 
The fame they'd gain by gaining that great prize : 
What monuments of glory they'd raiſe up, 
Where art, ſtrength, nature join'd to blaſt their hope. 


Now they rebuild their ruin'd batteries, 

And ſoon become ſuperior by degrees 

When they behold th' enemy's works on fire, 

New ſpirits they receive, new ſtrength acquire ; 

No one could ever think this gallant few, 

Cou'd this extenſive round of duty do. 

Fluſh'd with this ſmall ſucceſs, with joy elate, 

Juſt when they hop'd to tell the Spaniards fate, ' 

Another difficulty then appear'd, 

Which damp'd their joy, and which they greatly 
fear'd : 

A ditch (1) immenſe did round the caſtle lie, 

To fill it up no poſſibility z \\ 

But fav'rably a ſolid rock there lay, N 

To cover it towards the raging ſea: 

Thro' this the miners ſpeedily paſs by, 

Sink in the wall, and all their efforts try. 

When this was to the governor made known, 


He makes one effort to preſerve the town ; 
Knowing the bad effects of a delay, 


Twelve hundred men are ſent by break of day; 
They climb the hills, and ſtrive our poſts tc take, 
But our brave men a bold reſiſtance make; 


Such was the warm reception that they met, 
Conſus'd, precipitately they retreat ; 


Hundreds 


(ii) This ditch was for the moſt part cut in the ſolid rock, 
and was eighty feet deep, and forty feet wide. 


(+59 1) 
Hundreds are driv'n in wild diforder down, 
To take the fatal choice, be ſhot, or drown. 
The Citizens now ſee their falling ſtate, 
They dread to ſhare the Moro's threat'ning fate, 
Yet make no offer to capitulate. 


Ar length the long expected moment's come, 
That fixes the Havannan's final doom. | 
As when a criminal condemn'd to die, 


| When the appointed fatal hour draws nigh, 
Prepares to plunge into eternity, 
So weak is his belief, ſo ſtrong his fear, 
He ſcarce believes that his reprieve draws near ; 
Half dead with joy that the glad tidings come, 
His thoughts of death, fer life reſtor d make room: 
Such was the joy that fill'd each ſoldiers face, 
Soon as they heard the miner's art took place ; 
And when they had th' important buſineſs done, 
The maſly wall is now no longer one; 
But cleft in two : thechoſen band drawn up, 
Swiftly they mount with animating hope ; 
Quickly they enter, and as quickly form, 
With ſword in hand they now begin the ſtorm ; 
Furious they ſpread deſtruction all around, 
Here many a gallant man his death-bed found ; 
The Spamards ſee their intrepidity, ; 
Aſtoniſn'd and confus'd they ſtrive to fly; 
Hundreds upon the ſpot reſign their breath, 
The reſt cry quarter, and eſcape from death, 
The ſecond in command, GonsaLes, fell, 
And muſt I brave VeLasco's ſtory tell; 
Surrounded by his foes on ev'ry ſide, 2 
Fighting before his ſtandard, nobly dy'd; DiC- 


(9) 
Diſdaining for his life to give one word, 
Dying, he to his conqu'rors gave his ſword. 
The Engliſb mourn the brave unfortunate, 
Who made their toilſome hours and loſs ſo great. 
The conflict o'er ; thus was the fortreſs gain d, 
That a cloſe ſiege of forty days ſuſtain'd ; | 
The ſoldiers animated with ſucceſs, 

Their efforts now receive a new increaſe z 
Tho' ſickneſs ſtill rag'd like a peſtilence, 
And the new works require great diligence, 
Their operations not a moment ceaſe, 
Againſt this ſtrong, this well-defended place. 
When all things were in perfect readineſs, 
Each warlike art, the city to diſtreſs ; 
Albemarle ſends a meſſage to its chief, 
| Informing him how diſtant all relief; 
What preparations to deſtroy were made, 
On ev'ry ſide the city to invade \ 
Willing, if he wou'd ſoon capitulate, 2 6 
To ſave the Spaniards from a ruin'd ſtate. 


The Spaniard ſaw with dread the coming blow, 

He knew the valour of his conqu' ring foe 

Yet reſolutely ſent em this reply, 

I'll fave the town in all extremity.” 

To ſhew the Spaniards to their fatal coſt, 

That all theſe menaces were no vain boaſt ; 

Now they point all their cannon to the town, 

From the (1) Cavannos they pour vengeance down; 

Fiercely the bloody ſiege they now renew, 

Still the this ing few : 
EN I yrs EM Fell 


(1) On this hill which lies on the eaſt fide of the town, 
4 pieces of cannon and 12 tnortars were planted. 


(10) 
Fell ſlaughter raiſes its dire head again, 
The Spamards ftrive the conflict to fafſtain z - 
But when their city, ftream'd with purple gore, 
Quickly the terms refus'd, they nom (1) implore ; 
When all their forts and bulwarks were deftroy'd, 
But not till then they yield their boaſted pride: 
And now the great, deciſive bufinefs doe, 
Britons moſt nobly fought, the day's their own: 
They ſee an en of al their late Ade 


Triumphant joys their labours greatly bleſs. 

Soon as they heard in Spam th' Havunmnub fell, 5 
The place which they ſtill thought impregrable 3 
Dejection fits on ev'ry countenance, 40 


They curſe their tow ring hopes, their fatal chance. 
Well might they mourn, for to the Bririſb crown, Will« 
Cou'd not accrue more glory and renown | 
For with the city our rich en mies cede 
An iſland of extenſive wealth and trade. 
Prime (2) ſhips of war and merchantmen, a fleet, 
Add to our fame, and make their loſs more great; 
But what tho? all their ſtores of wealth were drain d; 
What tho' all theſe advantages we gain d? Thou- 
(1) The'city furterideted Aug. 12, 1762. 
(2) Nine men of war of the line and four frigates were taken, 
two ſunk in the harbour's month, and two deſtroyed dn the 
ſtocks, beſides u feet of therchuntmch. Whether the Spa- 
niards were rendered unaQive for want of inſtructions; whe- 
ther all their ſhips were not in a fighting condition ; or whatever 
elſe was the cauſe, this fleet lay quiet in the harbour. If ſome 
of theſe reaſons did not oppoſe, it may be ſuppoſed, their beft 
part would have been to come Gut und fight 'obr ſquadton. 
They were not far from an equality; and tho the iſſue of a 
battle might be to them unfavourable, yet a battle well main- 
tained would, perhaps, have prevented the ſucceſs of the whole 
, eaterprize, 


11 } p 
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than which no nation er cou d boaſt ; 
And if they had Mana monarchy ſybdu'd, 
Poor was the recompepce for fo much blood; 
here many a tender parent loſt a ſon, 
\nd parent's tears wives and orphans pin; 
1) Britannia too will lang have e to mourn, 
o many went, ſo fey did ę er return. 


My Muſe has firove te paint the hefcie fire, 

hat does Britannia's free-horn ſons inſpire 3 

Fame ſpreads her wings, and ſounds where'er they 
80, | 

6 Brize's were bern to conguer their praud foe; 


&« Britqps were born their empire to maintain, 
* Long as old Neptune rules the boundleſs main.” - 


A vn I have the carpage theme puſu'd+ 
And dwelt on ſcenes gf ſlaughter and of blaad. 
I wiſh I had no cauſe t' expreſs the word, | 
To write the hateful epithet . zesToR's ; 
All patriot boſoms with reſentment glow, 

To hear th' Havannab's ven to our foe. 
But who's the cauſe, ot our conqueſt fell, 
I wiſh our. Parliament may make them tell; 
Who to their country's loſs, for love of gold, 
Each dear bought acquiſition baſely ſold; * 

The taſk to find them out I now give Oer, 


Or their negociations to explore. 


B 2 Remote | 
(i) The author has, as they alwaye ſhould be, ranked the 
two iſlands under the name of Bririſh, It would be unjuſt to 
rob the Iriſb of e 
eher nterprze, during the whole vd. 


( 12 ) 
| | Remote from courts, I wiſh to ſpend my days, 
Safe from the fav'rite's pow'r, the flatt'rer's praiſe ; 
| To WILKES the patriot's pleaſure I decree, 

| To ſing of BuTz, of Peace and LizerTy. 
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SONG roR NEW YEAR's DAY. 


HE pleaſing taſk that T'll begin, 
With the returning year, 
Shall be with pleaſure thus to ſing 
The brighteſt of the fair; 
To Zara each perfection's giv'n, | 
That might make gods deſcend from heav'n, &c. 


The luſtre of her beaut'ous charms, 
Each new year will increaſe ; 55 | 
Divided ſorrow, and all harms, | 
They'll ſoften into peace : 
Whene'er the breaſt is fill'd with grief, 
Beauty alone can give relicf. Se. 


Miſers delight in golden j joys, 
And Bucks good wine approve ; 
But ſurely theſe are only toys, 
Compar'd to her I love: 
Of all the pleaſure here below, 
Love is the ſweeteſt man can know. Ge. 


Returning mirth ſhall crown the day, 
When Zara I did ſee; 


Unclouded may it be and gay, 
From ev ry vapour free: 


1 1 
Let Hos refulgence fill each grove, FT 
While ſwains relate their tender love. Sec. 


Deſcribing numbers are quite faint, 
Or had I Orway's aid; 
Deſcription wou'd but badly paint 
A perfect, lovely maid : x 
Virtue's bright charms who can expreſs, 
Who paint fair beauty's ſweet exceſs. Se. 


The fav'rite youth who gains the fair, 
Unnumber' d joys he'll prove; 
His life's devoid of ev'ry care 
But everlaſting love: 
The greateſt comfort here below / 
Is what the ſweets of love beſtow. 2 1 


eee 80 
1 
STANZAS to Lieut. R — 
to thee, in whom nice judgment ſhines, 
= Whoſe mind diſdains what vulgar minds 
think great; BY: 
To thee I dedicate theſe humble lines, weight. 
To ſteal your thoughts from things of greater 
Great Shenftone's (1) verſe I ſtrive to imitate, 
Shenflone who ſung in (2) Leaſowe's happy grove, 


The Muſes dweſt at his enchanted ſeat, love. 
, But now they mourn ; he's gonewho ar 


(1) See his Elegies in the 1ſt volume of his works. 
(2) His country ſeat in the county of Suſſex, deſcribed in 
. his works by the late ingenious Mr. Robert Dodſley. 


(14) 


There O------ wouldſt thou not delight ta dwell, 
At ſuch a ſpot with thy fair partner live; 
To raiſe the beaut'ous bow r, the lenely cell, 
And taſte the joys that ſweet retirement give? 
* Pure, laſting joys to what the town beſtows, | 
Where riot and debauch fa much abound ; 
But O- ſhuns the board that wine o'erflows, 
Where noiſe and nonſenſe c 


ummonly are found. 
Can O go to holy Peter's cell. 
(Oh, taſteleſs town) and fit whole hours at caſe, 
Hear mighty Manwaring on (1) Furg ban dwell, 
And ſtupid Jackfon murder Shakeſpear's plays? | 
Wou' dſt thou not rather ſtudy make thy care, 
And contemplate in filence in your room, 
Or to (2) St Mary's at that hour repair, | 
And read th inſcription on ſome ſeulptur'd tomb. 


% 
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CONTEMPLATION on the MORNING. 


To as YOUNG LADY. 
HE grey-ey'd morn diffuſes light all round, 


And ſpreads her ſpargl'd dew drops o er the 
ground 3 ; 

Till from the radiant chambers of the eaſt, 

The ſun comes forth with all his luſtre dreſt: 


His bright refulgence bounds o'er hills and dales, . 
Oꝰ er fields extended wide, and verdant vales. 


Gay 
hay The author of the Recrujuing Officers Repu « Sirajagemy 


© The cathedral church of Limerick, 


+ |,» na 

Gay nature joyons at the pleaſing gt, 

Deck'd with her robes, ſhe hails the glorious light. 

The lowing kin ſport o'er th' enamel'd meads, 

And harmleſs lambkins ſeek the tender glades ; 

While free from care the peaceful ſhepherd lies, 

And, on his oaten reed, his efforts tries. 

The feather'd ſongſters warble thro? the grove, 

A thouſand diff*rent notes of tender love 

Harmonious muſic thrill the woodlands round, 

While echo makes the vaulted ſky reſound. 

Now in this tranquil hour of ſmiling peace, 

Fer riot can forſake his reſting place, 

And ſpread his clamour with the day's increaſe, 

YN! hafte away, and ſeek the rural ſcene, 

Where innocence and peace ſecurely reign : = 

And rob for whom I ſend each wiſh to heav'n, 

Arteſia, to whoſe form each beauty's giv n, 

Come, crown me with thy prefence in my bow ir, 

Here health and young-ey'd joy their gifts will 
ſnow'r; 8 

The ever · blooming Graces, Sylvan maids, 

Shall lead you to their bliſsful groves and ſhades, 

Fair as th Elyſats fields the Poets ſung 

When heav'nly accents dwelt upon each tongue. 

Come then, bright maid, while fair's the opening 
_ | 

And ſoft ihe incenſe-breathing zephyrs play; 

On rural themes, and thernes of love we'll dwell, 

And bid all thoughts of worldly care farewell, 


L'HUITRE 


(16) 
Nd t de lee 


L' HUIT RE & les PLAIDE URS. 
BoiLzau Ep. 2d. 


N jour, dit un auteur, n'importe en quel 
chapitre, 

Deux voyageurs, a jeun, renconterent une huitre ; 
Tcus deux la conteſtoient, lorſque dans leur chemin 
La juſtice paſſa, la balance a la main. 
Devant elle, a grand bruit, ils expliquent la choſe; 
Tous deux avec depens, veulent gagner leur cauſe 
La juſtice peſant ce droit litigieux, 
Demande Yhuitre, Youvre, & Vayale a leur yeux; 
Et par ce bel arret terminant la bataille, 
Tenez, voila, dit elle, a chacun une ecaille: 
Des ſottiſes d'autrui nous vivons au palais : 
Meſſieurs I'huitre etoit bonne. Adieu, vivez en paix 


TBANSLATED. 
Oxe day, an author ſays, the chapter I forget, 


* Two faſting trav lers did an oyſter meet; 


Each to the morſel did a right demand, 

Till juſtice came with balance in her hand: 
While ſhe the ſubject of their quarrel try'd, 
Each ſtrove, in vain, to gain her to his ſide. 
Weighing with judgment whoſe the lawful right, 
She took the fiſh, and ſwallow'd in their fight z 
By this deciſion did the battle ceaſe; 

But hold, ſaid ſhe, there, take a ſhell a piece: 
By fools, we lawyers do our riches gain, 

Due fiſh was good. Farewell; in peace remain. 
THE 
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AY 5 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by HENRIETTA. 


ADIES this AvTHor is a very droll dog, | 
He needs muſt have me come to ſpeak a | 


And, 4 oo; word, I know not what to ſay, 


For Im unſkill'din evity Haring way; 
But he declares there's ſomething in my eyes, 
That will each angry Buck and Beau ſurprize. 
He ſays that looks like mine his faults will hide, 
And bring the ſtrongeſt fachen to his fide; 
We women, like ne wands, I muſt confeſs, 
But I cew'd wiſh his flatt'xy had bern leſs. 0 
Here you behold a doating, rich, old cull, N 
Of youthful tricks and marriage very full 
Lord! was there ever ſuch blockhead ſeen, 

That nought will ſerve him but a laß in teens; 
To gain her ev'ry wicked art he tries, | 
And when all fails he ſtabs himſelſ and dies: 

But the young ſoldiers mare ſucceſsful prove, 
They find a way to gain the fort of love. | 
Juſt come from humbling our proud, haughty foe, 
On them our dear affections we beſtow. 

They ſay the 1rjþ beſt deſerve our loves, 

Who fight like heroes, and are fond as doves, 

But we muſt not forget the honeſt tara, 

Who bore ſo great a part in afl the wars 

Witnefs the many blows at Cubu given, 

How many ſouls they ſent to Hell or Heaven, One 


_ 


(20) 
One dear, dear man has 'ſcap'd from all theſebarms, 


And oh! to-night he revels in theſe arms. 

Ladies don't envy me my happy ſtate,” . 

For by your looks ſoon it will be your fate; bi. 
No mortal here from failing is exempt, ; 
pony ee attempt. 


PDRAMAT IS PERSONA. 
; WERE | * 6% 17 WENN 


An Engliſb nobleman lately come 
nete. over to take poſſeſſion of an 


eſtate in Ireland. 


5 His neighbour when in England, 
ViLLMOUR. & in love with Juliana. 
=_—_ - | The Orphan, an Iriſb youth, bro't 
* Me up under the care of YVillmour's 
Tos brother now now in the aa" in 


* Juliana; 


Hum 8 Her —_— W Fn 
nd in love with MM. 
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HAPPY MARRIAGE 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Juli ANA ſola. N 
E ever ſacred, this ſweet ſilent grove, * 
For here I come to give a looſe to love 
No deadly bane be on its branches found, 
nature's ſweets ſtil! overſpread the ground 8 
Here will I call to mind the noble youth, 
Whoſe heart was fill'd with conanſtcy and truth ; 
Uninterrupted, here I ſee him ſtand © .--. 
Before my eyes, and now he graſps my band: 
See with what rapture each fond look is gra, 
See how he ſtands as if his feet were held: 
Mellu ill, why mute, tis Juliana's here, 
There was a time when you wou'd eaſe her fear; 
There was a time, but now that time is gone, 
When each kind word was giv'n to her alone 1 

„ f 
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Will you not ſpeak, why are you thus oppreſt, 


All o'er that lovely face a gloom is caſt; 
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(22 ) 


Deluſion all ! Who now difturbs my reſt t 


Who is ſo inſolent ? » 
Enter HzNnIZ T T4. X 

'TisI, N 

5 Who're you? 
HenareTTaA. | 


"Tis Henrietta to whom pity's due; 

It is thy lov'd companion and thy friend, 
That's come here ſwelling grief with yours co blend; 
Oh, let us now compare-each others pain, 
Alike we'll pity, and alike complain. 

But why that mournfal, melancholy look ? 
Why has the glowing red thoſe cheeks forſook ? 
With ſecret gricf the bane of love you waſte, 


Methinks ſomething unuſual there Hee 
Juliana. 
How can I from uneaſineſs be free? | 
When as Iwalk'd out by the moon's pale light, 
I thought my Melluill truck m' enraptur'd fight; 
Mellvill I call'd ; no anſwer cou'd I get, 
And you depriv'd me of the dear deceit. 
HzuntrrrA. 
Ah, Juliana ! think not me unkind, 
Rather impute it to the cruel wind, | 
That does not ſend a gale to waft him o'er, 
To bring young Mellvill to Hibernia's ſhore. 
Still hope the beſt, you'll meet the godlike man; 
Pleaſure will ſhortly baniſh all your paint 


JULIANA," 


*.* 


(23) 
Jottana: 
Thou kind companion of my tender years, 
There was a time e er love had bred theſe fears; 
When each unheeded, playful day paſt by, 
Bleſt with the ſweets of calm felicity; 
But when young Meltvill bleſs'd my raviſh'd fight, 
For the firſt time my heart felt ſoft delight ; 
Adieu then to all playful, childiſh toys, 
What are you now, to love's more laſting joys; 
$ Put when my father ſaw the growing flame, 
He, with ſtern aſpect, to my chamber came, 
% Daughter, let love your portion be,” ſaid he, 
* If you love Mellvill you'll a beggar be. 
See him nomore” ! Whatdreadful precept this, 
HenkZ TT IJ. 
Diſpel your fears, there's nought will be amiſs. 
You reign triumphant in your Melkuill's breaſt, 
And, for your father, love ſhall ſcheme the reſt. . 
But when, my friend, heard you from your dear 
ſwain, 
Say, does he long to meet thoſe eyes again? 
Juliana, 
O yes, my Henrietta, read this line, 
Where he ſubſcribes, ** I am for ever thine ;”* 
This letter, I by poſt did juſt receive, 
[Grues the letter. 
He fays he's well, and that for me he'll live. 
HzNRAIET TA reads. 
Fort Royal in Martinique, May 5, 1762. 
Deareſt of all thy Su, 
« This is the fourth letter directed to 
a." WH © you lincel left England; and though no anſwer 


— 


4 came 


(24) 
« came to hand; yet what thoſe dear lips, thoſe 
« Jooks pronounced at parting, makes me confident 
« you've not forgot me. The friendſhip that be- 
« gun with our earlieſt acquaintance, ſoon became 
„ love; | feel it, my dear Juliana, and while my 
„ panting heart now dictates, my trembling hand 
& ſtrives to obey : love, my deareſt Juliana, has 
„ made me victorious over the ambitious Gaul; 
and I have now only time to tell you Iam well 
„ &er I go to Cuba to meet the treach'rous Span- 
„ard. There too I will live for Juliana alone. 

Adieu, thou Lovely Faiz Oxs. 
| I am Yours, forever, 
MELLVILL:: 

HENRIETTA. 
Happy art thou ſuch conſtant truth to prove, 
Oh, that I thus cou'd boaſt my Maris love: 
Howe'er, I'll not deſpair, we yet may meet, 
He yet may lay down laurels at my ſeet. 

JuLiana,. 
I know he will :----But 1 muſt leave you here; 
My father, with a ſtranger, doth appear. [ZExt. 
HzxRIE TTA. 
Hah Who at this till hour can leave their reſt? 
Except it be a wretch by love oppreſt: 
| Who to this ſolitary place their ſteps can bend? 


SCENE II. Enter Doc As TRR and VILLMOUR. 
DoncasrERR. | 

Oh, Henrietta, tis my much lov'd friend : + 
Why fo caſt down ; look up, ſee who I've brought, 
* Villmour, who employ d your youngeſt thought, 
_ Hew- 


(25) 
: Hnr. © 
Villmour ! My heart leaps at the well-known name; 
[ibey embrace, 
But ſay, from England for what end you came: 
Villmour, Oh ſpeak | Has ought miſchance befel? 
Say what has happen d that you fear to tell ? 
VILLMOUR. 
No great miſchance; but that my brother's dead, 
And Iam heir to his great fortune made: 
My own-fmall income, it cau'd ne'er hold out 
With ſporting, gaming, maſquerade and rout : 
My debts were great, but now all are paid, 
The rake is now reclaim'd, and made: 
Led by the fame of Jul iana's eyes, F 
Now am I come to gain the peerleſs prize. 
Henrietta. | 
Villmouy, I fear you never will ſucceed, N 
Oh, that my heart ſrom that dampthought was freed. 
Donc As rx: [Seeming angry. 
Yes, you and Juliana are combin d, 
'Tis thus ye pleaſe each others love · ſick mind: 
You make her hope that Malluill lives for her, 
But know, thou pretty, artful ſophiſter, 
il maker her feel an angry father's hand, 
If ſhe dares diſobey his fixt command : 
Go, tell her Yillmour is my only choice, 
And that ſhe muſt give her conſenting voice. 
HenngIzTTA, 
Pl go prepare her, Yillmour to receive; 
But ſure I am to him no love ſhe'll give. 


Aide. Exit. 
D Hen- 


( 26 ) 
Doc As TER. 

See how ſhne flies with anger in her eye, 
Diſpleas'd I feign d to be, her mind to try; 
With Juliana ne er ſhe'll be your friend, 
To ſerve each other all their actions tend; 
Juſt as the royal tree the ivy binds ; 
Friendſhip e en ſo has bound their tender minds: 
But, Villmour come, nay, tell me, be ſincere, 
Was it my daughter, Sir, that brought you here: 
She has not heard of your good fortune yet, 
* ſne may be tempted to be great. 

ViLLMOUR. 
If riches can complete our happineſs, 
My fortune has receiv'd a vaſt increaſe ; 
And at the loſs of all I'd not repine, 
If lovely Juliana would be mine: 
What's all the fleeting pleaſure we can prove 
In life? Except we're bleſt with them we love. 
You may remember in her youngeſt years, 
To ſee me fill'd with jealouſies and fears; 
You oft have aſk'd the cauſe, but till in vain ; 
So much diſparity made me refrain. 
But think what racking torture I have felt, 
When Mellvill's eyes on her's with rapture dwelt ; 
When no amuſement cou'd divert the fair, 
Except young Mellvill was her partner there 

urs'd be his name, by all the Gods above, 
Accurs'd be all that keeps me from my love. 
Doncas TER. 

That he's your rival, too, too much I fear, 
Mellvill alone's between you and the fair. 
In ſilent grief ſhe ſpends each irkſome day, 
At night ſhe ſceks ſome pathleſs, deſart way, But 


( 27 ) 
But him remov d; for this try all your art, 
Do any thing for Juliana's heart. 
Go, Villmaur, tell this fond, this fooliſh fair, 
Riches alone can make us happy here : 
Tell her that Melkul] does unfaithful prove, 
Say that he's quite inconſtant in his love 
Aſſert that he his fate at Cuba found, 
With ſubtlety let ev'ry word abound ; 
Try ev'ry ſtratagem, each artful way, 
For Meltuill is expected ev'ry day: 
Villmour, farewell. 
VI1LLMOUR. 

Ay, there the miſer goes, So 
His heart no pleaſure but in riches knows; 
I will obey him; I will try each art 
To gain this, matchleſs fair one's heart. 
Firſt I will flatter, fawn, deceive and lie, 
Swear tis for her I live, for her will die; 
By fair means I muſt make my firſt attempt, 
For harſhneſs would create diflike, contempt ; 
But if by this I cannot gain her love, - 
If all I fay cannot her pity move; 
I'll (as my only way, my laſt reſource) 
Try if I cannot conquer her by force. 
E'en as a vanquiſh'd army in the field, 
When all retreats cut off, ſhe then muſt yield. 
And when ſhe's mine, ſick with delight I'll fly, 
Echo ſhall tell it to the vaulted ſky. [ Eve. 
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ACTH SCENEL 


Draws and diſcovers Juli Au ſitting weeping and 
reading: after a ſhort pauſe ſhe riſes. 
— ee dat 

Where ſhall my ſorrows any comfort find ? 

To all delight that I can here receive 
Farewell till Heav'n to me does Meilvill give. 
Farewell to all that mirth or joy can bring, 

Ye warbling birds now ceaſe your notes to ſing; 
Farewell ye flowets that droop for his return, 
Farewell ye plains that feem for him to moyrn. 
Why was I born to bear a load of grief, 

Yet till deny'd all pity or relief? 

My father preſſes me to fix my choice, 

And l'm juſt free from Vu s hateful voice: 
Sent by my father, now to me he came, 
And urg d his ſpotleſs, and his conſtant flame: 

As well might he to rocks obdurate cry, 

For him more pity they would have than I: 

He ſaid my Mellvill was from pain fer free, 

But open firſt, Oh Earth, and ſwallow me ! 

Let death, ye Gods, be ſtill to him deny'd, 

Till one kind turf does both our bodies hide. 
How can old /;/Imeur hope his age can charm Þ 
How can he think ſuch youth as mine to warm? . 
But now be ſtil, my heart, he comes again, 
Grief unto grief to add, and pain to pain ! 

Enter ViLLMOUR, 
Who ſpeaks of pain when Juliana's here? *'Tis 


(29) 
Jula x. 
'Tis ſhe alone that's fir d with ghnawing cats, 
But pray, Sir, why did you fo foon return ? 
VI. LMOOR. 
Say, rather you, why love ſo fierce does burn? 
There's ſuch attraction in that heav ' nly mie, 
That I'm return'd to feaſt my eyes again: 
Let Juliana ſmile, and Fam bleſt, 
For pity ſtands in thoſe ſoft looks confeſt: 
If you will not that gen tous pity give, 
Then welcome Death--—Defpair I can't ſurvive: 
Let but that heav*nly voice pronounce my doom, 
Then bleſt I'tl be when from your lips "twill come. 
-Jobiana 
Talk not of Death, there's many a fairer ſhe, 
Lur'd by your wealth, from ev'ry promiſe free, 
Can make you happy, as you'd wiſh to be; 
But I'm poſſeſt of what is far more dear 
Than all the wealth of bath the Indies are; 
Tho' he can boaſt no fortune but his ſwerd, 
'Tis he alone can happineſs afford; 
How can you think that I your hopes will crown, 
When I have ſaid my heart is not my own? 
VII LMOUR. 
Yes, cruel fair, I know for whom you ſigh, 
But have you heard of his baſe perfidy ? 
His pleaſure is in being lov'd by two, 
He loves the other, but he loves not you: 
Then will you not attend to duty's call, 
Or can you into diſobedience fall ; 
Can you a father's fondneſs diſobey, 


Or waſte with grief his aged life away? 
Tis | Be 


(39) 

Be not the cauſe thou dear, thou matchleſs fair; 
Give me thy hand, and henceforth-baniſh care. 

| JuLIana. e 
I can't believe that Melluill is tof blame, 
And if he was my paſſion's ſtill the ſame :] 
In abſence, trifling love a cure may find, 
But love ſincere poſſeſſes ſtrong the mind; 
Een fo rough winds faint light to darkneſs turn, 
But make the furnace with freſh fury burn. 
My father uſes his deſpotic ſway, 
But, Sir, I never, never can obey; 
And if from reaſon's voice he will depart, 
He may command my hand, but can't my heart. 


| [Exit. 
SCENE IL. 
VILLMOUR. | 
She's gone now what remains for me behind, 
When that hard- hearted Fair One won't be kind; 
Oh, who cou'd bear her looks, diſdain and ſcorn ! 
I'll make this rival wiſh he ne'er was born: 
What ! Shall I drink deſpair each ted'ous day, 
And in damn'd torture paſs the night away ? 
I never can 
Hell's darkneſs aid me in the black deſign, 
Luſtful deſire and force together join, 
For Juliana muſt and ſhall be mine. 
[4s be Laie enter a Servant.) © 
SERVANT. 1 
« Young Mellvill, Sir, is juſt arriy'd, and his firſt 
deſire is to fee you,” 
Strait ſhew him in----Now for the thin diſguiſe 
Of friendſhip, all the villain in me riſe; | 
Under 


(3r) | 

Under the cloak of friendſhip, I will drive 

Him to deſpair, myſelf I'll keep alive: 

Tl work him to ſuch height of jealouſy, 

That he ſhall curſe his fate, and wiſh to die: 

Enter MxLLVIII. 

ViLLMOUR, . | 

Welcome, my deareſt friend, unto my arms, 
MEeLLvILL. [they embrace. 

Oh, Yillmour, T've eſcap'd from wars alarms. 

My much-lov'd friend, do I again receive 

The tranſport that ſweet friendſhip's balm can give: 

Do I behold the man to me ſo dear, | 

And once more meet that ſoul juſt and ſincere. 

Belleiſie was firſt ſubdu'd by Britons ſwords, 

And now the Indies own them for their lords; 

Th' inhabitants, now freed from ſlavery, 

In Engliſb laws find peace and liberty; 

At both theſe places I was ſav'd from death, | 
Where many a valiant man reſign'd his breath, \ 
V1iLLMOUR, 

What thanks and praiſe to Providence are due, 

Whoſe Guardian Angel has protected yuou- 

Yes, Heav'n did all it's care on you beſtow, 

And fav'd you to chaſtiſe your country's foe ; 

Melluill my fortune you may freely ſhare, 

For you have been to me for ever dear. 
MELLvILL. 

Villmour, thou'aſt always been to me a friend, 

Thy kind afliſtance ready till to lend; 

My uncle's dead: What can the loſs repair? 

He took me, when an OxrHAN, to his care; 

With virtuous principles my heart he fraught ; 

Dear Juliana then employ'd each thought; Twas 


lt 


632) 
Twas then our hearts in friendſkip's ſphere did 
5 move, 

But with our years that friendſhip grew to love : 
Now Fillmaur, ſay, does the fond fair one mourn, 
My abſence ; does ſhe wiſh for my return ? 

Oh, let me to the mgurning beauty fly, 
Whoſe foul is loye, whoſe heart is conſtancy. 
V:LLMQUR. 
Stay, Melvill, ſtay, Where do you fy o faſt? 
Tho' now the danger of your voyage is paſt ; 
In love's tempeſtuous ſea ſtil) are you toſt, 
And in the ſtorm I fear you will be loſt, 
The Fair you prize cou'd net love's farce withſtand, 
Some happier man will ſpon receive her hand. 
He waits to make the beaut'ous maid his own, 
And Juliana will bis wiſhes crows. 
Melbodl, now ſtrive to cure your love-lick mind, 
Forget that this falſe woman e er was kind: 
Be patient, late her, call up all the man. 
MELLVILL, 
Forget her, no; I never, never ean: 
The fertile field with med'cine does abound, 
But to cure love no balm has yet been found ; 
Tranſcendent goodneſs ne er can hatred move, 
And can I, Juliana ceaſe to laye ? 
 Pillmour, preach patience tothe wav ring wind, 
But do not ſay my loyely maid's unkind. 
V1LLMOUR. 
You wrong my friendſhip much to think that! 
Wou'dtell my deareſt friend a falſity. | 
The bell to ſapper rings, let us depart : [hell rings, 
Pl en means to wound this rival's heart. 
[A. Rreunt. 


( 33) 
SCENE: Ill 


Enter Villmour's ſervant, followed by Juliana. 
Enter, at the other ſide, unſeen by them, Vill. 


mour and Mell vill. 
JoriAxA. 
Oh, lead me to my life, my ſoul, my love! 
- MeLLviLL. [Exit with ſervant. 


Hell, death, diſtraction! Oh, ye powers above 
Was it for this I danger did deſpiſe ? 
Curs'd be the light that ſhew'd her to my eyes ! 
Why was I born, ye Gods, the day to ſee 
That dooms me to eternal miſery ? 
d, What grief, what pain, what torture muſt he prove. 
He that admir'd, e en to exceſs of love ? 
To think that thoſe unmeaning, lovely charms, 
Shall gain new brightneſs from another's. arms ; 
To think the object of his love ſhall be, 
Cauſe of another's chief felicity : _ Ty. 
The thought diſtracts mel But it muſt be & ; - 
I muſt my only hope of joy forego. 
VIikLMOUR, | 
Did you not ſee how ſhe did bound away? 
How all the wiſhing maid ſhe did diſplay ; F... 
Oh, that cou'd ſpeak comfort to thy heart, 
And ſympathize in ev'ry tortur'd part ! 9 
F Woman is made to change juſt like the wind, 
MELLVILL. 
No more of that, it's poiſon to my mind 
The fatal ſecret cou'd you not conceal, 
That makes me burn with, greater rage than hell 
Speak comfort to the wretch; with fetters bound, 
In lighted love more racking pains are found: 
: E - 


14 


But 
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But, Villmour, leave me, for my fage grows high, 
| Or 1 break our friendſhip's laſting tie. 
V1iLLMOUR.. . 

I'll go; but, Sir, be free from inbred ſtrife, going. 
Iknow he will deſtroy his hated life. [Afide. Exit. 
MzLLviLL ſolus. Lid] 

Oh, jealouſy, thou worſt of fiends below, 1 
What dire misfortunes from thy fountain flow? 
Source of my woe, and bane of all my joy? 
What? Ho! Is not my honeſt ſervant nigh ? 

Enter SeRvVANT. 
Sir, I was always ready to comply. 

MzLLviLL. 

You always have ſhewn faithfulnefs to me, 
Now ſhew the laft, from madneſs ſet me free ; 
Go, fly, and bring a cure for all my pain, 
A deadly poiſon that wilt parch each vain; 
Let it be ſuch delicious, killing food,  _ | 
That inſtantly twill drink my vital blood. [ExitServ. 
Merv. [After a pauſe.) 
With Juliana I wou'd wiſh to live, 
But loſing her, life can no pleaſure give. 
Euter SuxvANr with a bowl. 
Sir, here's thedraught thatſcon will give relief. [ Ex. 


Merrvir“. Si 
Welcome, thou finiſher of all my grief. | 
eee ey bs, N 
Whilſt thus I finiſh all my miſery [drinks,”. 
[After waning e iſ be flarts up 
This poiſon No There is no poiſon here; 


The villain who I thought would prove fincere 
Has 
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Hes hinted a eb vl now alan 
My ſervant has been faithful, my friend falſe. 
It muſt be ſo.-—-Be eas d my tortur'd mind, 
For Juliana cou'd not prove unkind; _ 2 
No, ſhe is bleſt with goodneſs that's divine, l 
And ſooner will bright Pbhabus ceaſe to ſhine; 

Sooner the magnet ceaſe the North to prove, 

Than I will ceaſe, while ſhe is kind to love. 

On wings of love Ill fly, and ſearch all round, 

Nor will I reſt 'till Fuliana's found : | 

But if the cruel Fair won't give relief, 
Whereſhall I eaſe my heart's comviing grief? 

Oh, here!---If one kind word ſhe will not give, 

This fword is mine. I then will ſcorn to live. 


Draws end diſcovers Yillmour forcing Juliana. © 


J 


Juri AxA: 
FELP! murder! help! 
Enter Henrietta followed by Mall, 
HenkieTTA to MELLVILL. 
Oh fly, my friend to ſave, 
[MELLv1LL laying hold of Vicuuous. 
Villain, deſiſt; deſiſt thou luſtful ſlave : 
You that would injure helpleſs innocence, 
To courage let me try have you pretence : 
Draw, Sir, tort will fight the Fair One's cauſe, 
[Looking up at Villmour, 
Oh, YVillmour en be inverted Nature's laws: 
E 2 Now 


(36) 
Now to the Earth be turn'd the harden'd point, 
I'm loſt in wonder; fixt is ev'ry joint 
VILLMOVR. 
Take up the ſword, and let my heart's blood flow, 
And J will bleſs the hand that gives the blow; 
Did you but know the wrong to you that's done, 
You'd not bet me behold another Sun. 
MEeLLv1LL. 
No, Sir; tho you had ſtab'd me to the heart; 
Tho' you did wound me in the tend'reſt part; 
I cou'd not take your life thus unprepar'd ; 
Go, Sir; your deeds will beſt themſelves reward. 
[ Exit Villmour, 
[Meltvill goes to Juliana, who faints on Henrietta.) 
But who, ye Gods, is this fair, baſhſul maid, 
That has been to a villain's arms betray d? 
*Tis Juliana !-.-.Heav'ns! What do I ee ? 
How well did I th' approaching ſtorm foreſpe : 
Oh, Juliana, ſpeak ! My life ! my love 
She can't, her pulſe has almoſt ceas'd to move. 
Uncloſe thoſe eyes; you now have nought to fear, 
Thou tender maid, lock up, tis Mzltvill's here. 
HenkieETTA, 
Alvi At your lov'd name her life returns, 
And now With all the heat of love ſhe burns; 
Exceſs of joy does ev'ry part enflame, 
JuLtana. 
Oh, Mellvill ! Henrietta do I dream? 
That name repeated, all within's delight, 
And is it that dear youth that ſtrikes my ſight ? 
Can it be he that ſaves me from theſe harms ? 
Oh, let me fly into his open arms. 


Riſes 


Riſes 


(37) 
[Riſes from Henrietta and 3 
MEeLLvILL. 
What harmonizing muſic's in that voice ? 
Fly hence all ſorrow, preſent be all joys. 
Ist giv'n me on this-breaſt with joy t expire? 


Then am I bleſt beyond my chief deſire; 


In bliſs extatic all my ſenſe is drown'd, 
And now my ev'ry wiſh in life is crown'd ; 
Ye Gods, I now forgive ye all my pain, 
Since I behold this long-loſt Fair again; 
Here let me ſtay to taſte of love's increaſe, 
And never leave again expos'd your peace. 
_ HengieTrTA. 
Oh, yes; ſhe 'as been beſet on ev'ry ſide, 
Rs 
But all in vain. 
JULIANA. 
Oh, Mellvill, much is due 
To her, who left her friends and country too ; 
All that was dear for me ſhe did forego, 
And, ſympathizing, ſoften'd/all my woe: 
Villmour us d ev'ry means to gain my heart, 
But there long fince you left no vacant part; 
He told me that you were from pain ſet free, 
That if you liv'd, you did not live for me. : 
MELLvILL. 
Forget thee ! No: witneſs ye Powers above, 


lf I have ever ſought another's love 


Tho' ſhe was with tranſcendent beauty fraught, 
On her, I ſwear, I wou'd not loſe a thought: 
Witneſs if e' er my breaſt has harbour d joy, 

But when thy image did my thoughts employ a 


(3s) 
'Tis that has been my ſhield by day and night; 
Victorious ſtill it made me in the fight; 
And, if Fve Fame acquir'd, or Honour got, 
It was for you aLovs I Glory ought. 
Villnour too told me that you were unkind, 
And ſtrove o wound my unſpecting mind: 
But let us all his villanies conceal, 
And Oer his wicked actions caſt a veil. 
Jubla. 
My father's temper 1 will truſt no more, 


Poſſeſs d of you I nexer can be poor; 


Hence, let us fly to ſume ſequeſter d ſhade, 
For ſilence and for ſweet retirement made; 
Uninterrupted and-recluſe io xove, 
And there for ,everitelleach other's love. 
With thee I'll bear all hardſhips undiſmay'd : 
Martyn. 
Forever let me love thee, chou dear maid ! 
Beſt of thy ſex! Where is the woman, where, 
In whom ſuch conſtancy, ſuch truth appear? 
Yes; we will ſeek ſame moſs o'gr-ſhadow'd cell, 
Where fee from envy, care and ſtrife we'll dwell , 
_ Sweet peace and happineſs we Il there receive, * 
Nor envy the ſoft plenſures wealth can give; 
But firſt th. ĩndiſſoluble knot ty'd, 
Which nothing but grim. Death can e' er divide; 
Then Jet us to the tufted greens and groves, | 
And tell the ſtory of our conſtant loves. LExeuns. 
SCENE I. 
HNA la, 
'My kind companion and my friend i is gone, 
In Hymn 's bands with her lov'd youth to join; 


O'er- 


Us) 
O'erpaid is all her doubt, her fear, her pain, 
Since ſhe beholds her Metivi/} ſafe again; 
With all the fervency of love he burn'd, 
And thought each day, a year till he retum d: 
But I am doom d with grief to waſte away ; 
Oh, Marfil, tell me, why this long delay! 
What art thou love, thou ſweetnet af dull care, 
That without thee we cannot pleaſure ſhave? 
I can't partake in Juliana's joys, 
Enter MARFIL, [Henrietta gazes on hes. 
| Meni. 
Methinks I know the ſound of that dear voice; 
'Tis ſhe, by all I wiſh, by all F love: 
1 *Tis Henrietta ! Now ye Fates above, 6 
Of all my love-bred fears and doubts Fm cur d; 
I'm overpaid fes alt that I've endur'd. 
But, Henrietta, why fo fad appear, 
Say, did you e'er expect to ſee me here ? 
Revive, my Fair, and give one heav*nly finile, 
And I am recompenec d for all my toif 
Han rr IJ. 
1 Oh, Marfil, welcome? How ſhall F reveat 
p The tranſport that I at this meeting feel ? 
After an abſence of two tetfiotts years, 
Are you then come to baniſh alt my fears? 
| fear'd that you were number d with the dead. 
Maki“. 
No, no, my Fair ! I am triumphant made; 
Oh, come yet cloſer, cloſer to my heart, 
And let me all my joy to the impart ; 
At ſea I've. been victorious, conquer'd you, 
And that is to be vitor, conqueror too; 
Wy | Now 


(49) 
Now Henrietta, ſay, does Mellvi prove, 
The ſweets of happineſs, the ſweets of love? 
HenRIETTA. 
To Mellvill, Juliana's gone tp give 
Her hand, but 'tis without her father's leave : 
They are reſolv'd to bear each other's Fate, 
MaRriL. 
And ſhall the friend chat I ſo much eſteem, 
Shall I ungrateful ever prove to him? | 
Forbid it Heav'n ! He ne'er ſhall want, let's fly; 
Leſt we-ſhou'd come too late to ſhare their joy: 
We too, with them, will join in Hymen's bands, 
One prieſt ſhall tie two pair of willing hands. 
'Thus when the mariner from death is freed, 
And to the raging ſtorm a calm ſucceeds ; 
When free from the tempeſt' ous ſea and wind, 
In ſome ſafe harbour he does ſhelter find, 
Forgetful of the danger that is paſt, | 
His thanks to Heav'n but a few moments laſt. 
To tell his friends he's ſafe, with ſpeed he flies, 
And gives excels to pleaſures and to joys. [Zxeunt. 


SCENE III. 
ViLLMouR ſolus. 


Wi I turn, plagues all around mo 
| dwell, 


eine can relieve the pangs I feel? 
— — art, all med cine rain muſt prove, 
There is no cure for heart: tormenting love. 
Aelluill and her I met, tormenting thought! 
With height of bliſs their looks were fully fraught ; 


With 


. 
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With ſuch a ſight I ſtrove to wound his heart, 
But now myſelf muſt feel the tott ring ſmart. 
Where ſhall my grief have vent, where caſe my 
mind ? 


Oh, here (are a N in denth gjoge. e com- 
Er OY: dagy w * 


Now to my heart this truſty weapon goes, 
[fPabs bimſelf 
And all the horrors that are there diſcloſe ; 
At laſt T've juſtly met awretched fate, [lies down. 
My wickedneſs has had too long a date; 
To him that has not learn'd to live or die, 
Oh, what a dreadful thing's eternity ! 
Mettvill you're now reveng 'd for all your wrongs, 


[Dies, 


Enter Doycasrer. 
O diſimal ſight ! what fad cataſtrophe's here, 
'Tis /iIlmour that does bręathleſs, pale appear ; . 
Near to his hand the dagger ſtain d with blood, 
Oh, ſuicide, thou hell invented rod; 
He wrong'd his honeſt friend, but what was worſe, 
Poor Juliana he wou d gain hy force; 
Urg'd on by that, with Aellvill ſhe is gone, 
And before this the prieſt has made em one: 
My heart recoils to loſe an only maid, 
On whom my ev'ry joy in life was laid; 
Il find her out, ſhe ſhall be all my care, 
And make her happy, as heav'n made her fair 
But I muſt hide this ſad calamity, 
Leſt it ſhou'd caſt a damp upon their joy. 
Learn hence ye parents that wou d force the wills 
nt; I Ofchildren, the effect ace mighty ills; | 
i i F Tho' 


— —— . —— —-¼ 


| Riſe. up my children, L nt. 


„ 
Tho! all your paſſions rage, and force combin'd, 
Tis hard to part the hearts that heav'n has join d. 
SCENE W. [Exit. 
Enter at one fide Doc As TER, at the other Met, 
VILL and JuLtana, MareiL and HunIZTTA. 
JuLItana lin a frigbi. 
My father!  [Mellvill and Juliana kneel. 
DoxcAs rk. 
Daughter 
JoLtana: 


Sir, I've — 


Doxc As xx. 
Then let the blame on me alone be laid. 
Welcome, my friend from India's burning ſhore, 
Where fevers rage and tempeſts ever roar; 
May heaven bleſs ye in each others love, 

Ito Melluill and Juliana. 

Surely your bliſs will rival that above; 
May ſweet content crown ev ry peaceful day, 
May all your joy be ever blooming, gay; 


MELLvILL: 
Oh, Sir, I am bleſt, 
And it's beyond whatever love expreſt; 
Words are quite faint ; 
| , | JULIANA. 
But I will ſpeak for you, 

Sir, all your goodneſs to his merit's due ; 
Long may you taſte of happineſs and peace, 
While we ſhall ſtrive to give it ſtill increaſe, 
Maxeit to MELLVILL. 
For this the ſoldier bears the frofty night, 
It gives his arm new vigour for the fight; Con 


riſe 


| (43) 
Conqu'rors nor kings, nor even Gods above, 


Are proof againſt the mighty force of love. 


MELLvVILL to MARFIL, 
Inſpir'd by this the ſailor fears no ſtorms, 
But ploughs the main quite heedleſs of all harms z 
In his diſtreſs when foaming billows rage, 
Een then can love his ev ry grief aſſwage. 
HENRIETTA. 
Ceaſe all your talk and let us hence to prove, 
Our hearts to be all ſoftneſs, yours all love; 
Let us fly hence, where pleaſure ſhall abound, 
DoxcasTER. 
Where mirth and joy ſhall with the glaſs go round, 
MxLLVIII. 
As in a ſiege brave ſoldiers ſink beneath 
Fatigue end hardſhip, tir d almoſt to death; 
But when their enemy for quarter cries, | | 
Forget their toil, and ſhouting rend the ſkies : 1 
The joys of conqueſt I will doubly prove, 
For now I'm bleſt with friendſhip, on, love. 


FINIS. 


To Miſs G----—, on « bang hat Why 
often Danced with her ? 


JE CG GY "tis often ad me Why 
I chooſe a mid fo young? 
And I as ofteri take reply, 
They do my jutigrierit wrong. 
If the dear fair one was not by, 
Who ſtole my libertyz 
Peggy 1 wou'd at all times times try, 
To find a maid like thee. 


Beauty in any age T prize, 
It captivates the ſenſe, 
In youth its worth does higher riſe, 
'Tis m d with innocence, 
If ſprightlineſs to ſwectneſs join d, 
Quan form a lovely maid, 


Peyry Cs TEE may find, 
Theſe charms in thee diſplay d. 


Envy already mounts her throne, 
She ſickens with deſpair, 


Wiſhes to ſee my partner gone, 
Becauſe ſhe CINE; 5 


DAMON and SYLVIA. 
NE eve e er da had reach d the Weſt, 


The ſky with ſcarlet ſtreamers dreſt, 
No threat ning clouds were ſeen : 


To 


To 


(45) 1 


To Woch love's piercing, plealing pain, 
I fought the primroſe, painted plain ; 
The ſhady grove and green: - 
With nature's heanty was theproſpe® 
And nought Nn but love wou'd 
ſteal a thought. 
A 


The landſchþe's verdant, lovely look, 
The bleati lambs and chryſtal brook, | 
Combin'd to pleaſe the eye ; 
The ſongſters on the lofty ſpray, 
Sent forth each harmonizing lay, 
To fill the chequer'd ſky : 
Satiate, at length, with the delightful ſight, 
My thoughts all turn'd to love and thus wou d take 
Nor did I any cauſe foreſee, 
- My pleaſure to decreaſe; 
But fair Sui I beheld, 
She who each — 
Adieu then to my peace: a 
Tas then each lovely grace I gazing ſound, 
And there my heart reoeiv d « deep-imprinted 


Tadia's wealth l wou'd reſign, | 
No care of ſtate be ever mine, 

With ftrife and noiſe replete ; 
Give me, ye Gods, this peerleſs prize! 
My wiſh ſhall never higher riſe, 


Ve there my joy complete : 0 


(46). 
Go ſoft deſires, tell her my love, my care, 
Tell her what pity's ſelf wou'd ſay if ſhe were there, 


Thus rov'd my thoughts, while on I ſtray'd, | 
Till 1 had reach'd a pleaſant ſhade, 
All round the myrtle roſe ; 


Like a refreſhing, cooling grot, 
Nature herſelf deſign d the ſpot, 
For ſtudy or repoſe : 
Here 1 beheld the beauteous, lovely maid, 
And on a moſly bank her tender head was laid. 


I ſtarted banks ruck with amaze ! 
On her ſimplicity to gaze | 
Her native innocence ; / - 
Her form did all the ſweets diſplay, 
Of blooming, fragrant flowers in Mays 
That captivate the ſenſe : 
I look'd, but Oh, long ſince Town'd her ſway ! ! 
At the firſt fight I look d my love-ſick heart away, 


Here I ſurpriz d this artleſs matchleſs maid, 
While o'er her checks thecritnba ſpread, | 
To ſee a lover near; 
“ Pardon, ſaid I, th' exceſs of love, 
Ant ermay peo your pity"move, Fa 
To render Damon dear: 
She ſpoke, and then a welcome fate | found, 


And thus her lips pronounc'd the Or: as. 
found. 


6 Damm, tis you alone I've lov'd, 
For all your faithfulneſs I've prov'd 
Your honeſt, gen'rous mind ; 


LI -- N 
Fach virgin fear L il caftaway, 
And all your conſtancy repay. 
Soon as our hands are join'd:“ 
Bleſt with theſe words that fixed my happideſs, _ 
I ſunk into her arms with boundleſs joy's excels. F 
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To D APH N E. 


O T of victorious chiefs all ſtain'd withblood, 
Nor fields of carnage, and their black abode 
Sings the gay muſe; but from the horrid ſight, _ be 
Fearful, ſhe graſps her flute and wings her flight: 
Led by the ſilent ſhade of ſacred groves, 
And murmurs of refreſhing ſtreams ſhe roves 
Now by the brook whoſe banks are lin'd with reed, 
| Now on the plains where tender lambkins feed; 
Or now reclin'd the moſſy ſeat along, 
Peaceful ſhe lies and meditates her ſong. 
a Dapbne, for thee alone thou lovely maid, 
rung Whoſe tender breaft no anxious cares invade, 
Whoſe mind ſweet innocence and truth adorn, 
Mild as the Spring the faireſt, brighteſt morn; 
For thee ſhe ſings whoſe bright expreſſive eyes, 
Al Look ſweet good nature, and with joy ſurprize; 
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While onthy cheeks bloom ſweets likeflow'rs in May, 
And round thy mouth the little graces play. 
Yes, deareſt Daphne, fince that happy hour, 
Youcall'd me friend, when in the jeſs mine bow'r, 
The time to come ſeems all felicity, 
And all the preſent teems with love and joy. 
Oh, may I hope, her ſongs will favour meet, 
Thoſe ſongs ſhe oft has heard the ſwains repeat, 
Thoſe ſongs ſhe oft has heard the Dryads fing, 
While mirthful Satyrs danc'd around the ring : 
In their cool grots there has ſhe often ſeen, 
The wood-nymphs, crown'd with reeds, dance on 
the green ; | 
There viſited the cot, with mo oenopy's, 
Round which the lambkins tenderherbage cropp'd ; 
The genuine tints of goodneſs copy thence, 
And native ſcenes ef tranquil innocence ; 
There too ſurpriz'd her oft the God of love, 
Beneath the boughs thick woven in the grove z 
Or by the banks of the ſmooth chryſtal ſtream, 
As love and pleaſure were her joyous theme; 
There did he liſten to her ſoothing airs, 
And wove the laurel in her curling hair. 
Daphne, no other praiſe my ſongs demand, 
No greater honour than by thee to ſtand ; 
And there enjoy thy ſmiles, and thy regard, 
Thy ſoft approving ſmiles my ſole reward: 
Leſs happy ſongſters may go court the fame 
Poſterity beſtows, the flatt'ring dream 
Be theirs, that future times ſhall ſtrew around 
1 


Their graves, the ſweeteſt flow'rs that can 
found, 
And plant green laurels o er the hallow d 14. 


| (49) 
05 NN eee 
DAPHN IS. From the fame. 


NE Winter's morn when fierceſt tempeſt 
blow, 

Sat Dapbnis in his hut roof'd o'er mich ſnow z 

The crackling fire that in his chimney blaz'd, 

Diffus'd a warmth around: — he mus d, well pleas d: 

He view d the plains that did fo white appear, 

Winter has charms, he cried, altho' ſevere; 

How pleaſant is't to ſee the melting beams, 

Smile thro' the miſt that hovers o'er the ſtreams ? 

How bright the ſnow, what ſtriking landficips 
theſe, 

The leafleſs branch, and naked trunks of trees ? 

The ſnow-topt hut and hawthorn hedge delight, 

Mixing their ruſſet brown with filver white. 

How pleaſant tis to ſee the verdant grain, 

Sweetly diverſify the ſnowy plain; 


How gay the ſcene the neighbouring hedge-rows 
yield, 


While on the thorns and briars in the field ? 

The icicles, from dew drops, juſt begun, 

Wave with the wind, and ſparkle in the ſun ; 

The fields forſaken, here the flocks in fold 

Cloſely ſhut up, exult o'er Winter's cold ; 

The birds have left the woods, ſave here and 
there, 

| A ſolitary Titmouſe in the air 

Still ſings, in ſpite of all the froſt and ſnow, 


The Wren and 8 ing to and fro. 
* "I 
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Beneath yon ruſtic roof from whence does riſe, 
The ſmoke in curling clouds towards the ſkies ; 
My-Phillis dwells, and now, perhaps, ev'n there, 
Beſide the fire ſhe fits, the lovely fair; 
In melting ſounds how ſweetly does ſhe ſing, 
And thinks of me, and wiſhes for the Spring. 
Phillis is lovely, but her charms alone, 
Have not a conſtant, love-ſick youth undone : 
I lov'd her, yes, I lov'd her from the day, 
When two of young Alexis' goats did ſtray. 
« My father's poor; the young man wept to tell, 
* His grief will now be inſupportable.” 
« T've loſt two goats, and une did young ones bear, 
Home to our hut I can't return for fear :”* 
Then Phillis drop'd the ſympathizing tear, 
And from her little flock upon the plain, 
Selected two, and gave them to the iwain; 
« Here take, ſaid ſhe, Alexis, two of mine, 
The one is alſo big with young like thine; 
The grateful ſhepherd wept for joy again, 8 


And Phillis too, from tears could not refrain, 

Becauſe ſhe had reliev d th' afflicted ſwain. 
Oh, Winter, tho' thy blaſts tear from their root 

Stout oaks ; yet will I not lay by my flute; 

Put ev'ry day of Phillis will I ſing, 

The tend'reſt ſongs that tender love can bring; 

Tho' thy rude breath hath made the foreſt bare, 

] yet can weave a chaplet for her hair; 

To Phillis the green ivy will I bring, 

And the ſweet bird I lately taught to ſing ; 

Then ſinq ſweet bird, in a oft, ſprightly ſtrain, 

And ſhe will ſmile, and talk to thee again; 

2 K U Ol 
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Upon her lovely hand ſhe Il make thee dine, 
So fondly will ſhe love what once was mine. 
eh: eee cs sd eth its res : C. c 
PHILLIS and CHLOE. From the ſame. 

| Pullis. 

9 hung 
82 e your arm; 
CuLox. 


Ceaſe your bantering tongue, 


Yes, Phillis, this dear baſket as I live, 


For your whole flock of ſheepT would nat give, 
| [Hugs it ons Jacks ] 
So much I prize it. 
Puitris. | 
| Wherefore doſt thou prize ? 
Oh, now I gueſs ; I ſee the bluſhes riſt; 
CHLOE, 


How ! bluſh ! 
| PartLAs.. 

Yes, like the ſun in his bright blaze, 
When on your cheeks he darts his evening rays. 

. _ Cuator. 
Well, Phillis, all the truth ſhall you now know, 
This baſket, young Amintas did beſtow ; 
He made it all himſelf,-----the charming lad, 
See with what neatneſs, and what taſte tis made; 
The green leaves here and there, mixing all round 
With the red flowers upon the milk- white ground: 
Is it not pretty? Whereſoe er I ſtray © 
I carry it with me ; and the flowers look gay: 
Swecter the fruit, and fairer to the eye, | 
Are all the things that in my baſket lie ; Pulli. 


Oe Ih 
Phillis to tell you all, Ill not refrain, 
ve kiſs d my baſket o'er and o er again, 
For ſure Amintas is a handſome ſwain. 

PhiLLIs. 
I aw him making it; but cou'd I tell 
The ſtrange diſcourſe that on the baſket fell, 
You wou'd-----but my Alexis is as fair, 
What wou'd I give that you his voice did hear 2 
I will repeat the couplet that he made, 
The morn he taught it to me in the ſhade ; 


Cutox. 
But, Pbillis, what was that Amintas ſaid ? 
| PriLLis. 
Firſt I muſt ſing the couplet, 4 
CHLoe, Is it long ? 
PHILLIS, 
Ton nem ſhall hear it, it's a pretty ſong, 


Song, Imitated from Geſſner, 


Whene'er the Summer's ſcorching heat, 
Parches the thirſty plain, 
With joy the huſbandman — 
The ſoft rain: 
But Phillis, greater is my joy, 
NMy heart tranſporting bliſs, 
Whene er I meet your (parkling eye, 
Dr ſteal a tender kiſs, 
Co l. 
A pretty fong, indeed, but Pbilths prey, 
What did Anuntas to the baſket ſay ? 
Pans. 
Oh, I muſt laugh among the ozier grove, 
By the ſtream” fide he fat and interwove, 
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The various twigs ; Ha bs! white, brown and 


green : 
TEE” TOPTHT, 
Poh! wherefore doſt thou laugh ? . and what 
then? 


| SR 9 5 
Ha ! ha l -＋e ſpoke eit the Hine en 
« Tocharming Chloe, thee, (aid he, I'll bring ; 
« Chloe, whoſe dimpl'd ſmiles are full of love, 
As by me yeſterday her flock ſhe drove; 
« Good day, ſaid ſhe, Aminas, Imiling fweet, 
So ſweetly that for joy ray heart did beat: 
« Ye various colour'd twigs bend ſmoothly round, 
« Nor break in ſplinters on the tufted ground ; 
« While I for deareſt, Chive, mould your fm, 
For you muſt hang upon her lovely arm: 
« Yes, Chloe, if my bafket, thou ſhould'ſt prize, 
« Then Pm content, my wiſh no higher riſe ; : ; 
« ghou d ſhe but hang it often by her fide, V, 
„Ohl how,”---—-—And thus the fwain himſelf 
enjoy d; n 
„Till finiſhing et up he 
And leapt for joy that N well bee 
CHLog. 
I on yonderhill that in the vale does riſe, 
Watching his fleck the harmleG ſhepherd lies ; 
| I'll go and fit by him, whoſe voice can charm, - 
And id him ſee his hafket an any ara, 


SONG 


(5) 
| NSSASSSASSASSS SSISSSSSSSUSS LG 
SON In Imitation of LOVELY NANCY. 


R faithful 
ſwain? 

Can you cauſe his diſtreſs, and not pity his pain; 
Oh, ſay is he deareſt, who does your charms prize ; 
And who for your fake does all pleaſure deſpiſe. 


What are riches, or honour, or fame, or renown, 
Or what all the grandeur that waits on a crown; 
All the diamonds and jewels that bedeck a queen's 


. 
. 


Are infipid rifles to Nancy s bright charms. 


Let ſome purſue greatneſs, ſame titles enjoy, 
Lenvy them not; for their riches will cloy ; 

All the greatneſs on earth I wou'd freely reſign, 

But let lovely Nancy, conſent to be mine, 


Shou'd I be allotted the rude, diſmal ſhore, 
Where wild beaſts inhabit, and hurricanes roar ; 
Oc ſhou'd fortune frown, and a dark dungt>n give, 
With Nancy, dear Nancy ev'n there cou'd I live, 


To 2 Lavpy with whom he fell out, and 
promiſed not to Speak to for a Month, 
HOU lovely maid, permit me to reveal 

The pleaſing joy, the raptures that I feel ; 


F 
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acm hour has longer ſeemed to linger b,, 
Than ſhort the day to him that's doom'd todie ; 
nut ſoon the happy moment will repay 
The torment I have felt by this deldy': 
More welcome is your voice to me again, 


Than med'cine to the wretch replete with pain. 
| The found alone of your dear, balmy breath, 
5 Might even move the drowſy ear of death: 
Raſh, fooliſh thought that did my mind employ, 
To think that I cou'd loſe all hope of joy : 
Ihe ſtars will ſooner leave the ſpangl d ſkies, 
Than I will — ot ap 87s. 


For a MUSIC B O O K. 


USIC can charm each anxious care to reſt, | 
And with tranſporting pleaſurefill the breaſt. © 
Muſic can baniſh piercing pain and grief, | 

| Muſic can give the tortur d wretch relief; 

F Can bid each wild, diſorder'd paſſion ceaſe, 

give, And lull the foul in harmony and peace; 

b Can check the impetuous ſallies of our rage, 

And all the fierceneſs of its pow'r aſſwage: 

But when the Fair One joins:to muſic's joys, 

The melting ſweetneſs of her charming voice, 
The concert might a flinty boſom move, 
Far ev'ry ſenſe is extacy and love. 


: _ | | \ N 2 Þ ; 
The COBLER ron POET, 


ADDRESSED TO THE » 
ADMIRERS or rue FAIR SEX 


In LIMERICK. 


FTER a day vith labour ſpent, 
In giving cuſtomers content ; 
As Tom lay ſleeping t'other night, 
He wes diſturb'd r 
"With flowing hair and untied cloaths, 
She broke in on his ſoft repoſe. | 
Fear hot, ſaid ſhe, my honeſt Tom, 
For with good news to you I come; 
By me inſpir d, for I'm the Muſe, 
No more muſt you mind cobling ſhoes ; 
For its the God's refoly'd decree, 
That you muſt now a Poet be. 
A Poet! Cried the bonny blade, 
death d'ye think IU ok my trade 
To turn beggar, aye, and worſe, 
I ſhou'd not have a doit in purſe? F 
Beſides I have no head for thyme, „ 
I've ſomething elſe t employ my time. f 
Shou'd I begin to write egad. 

Neighbours wou'd think I was run mad; 
And I cou'd ne'er a ſubject find, 

On which I cou'd impart my mind ; 
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Except my laſts and pegging awl, 
My hammer and my ſpaciousſtall: 4: 
Or if the day was cold or hot, 
But this wou'd never boil the pot, | 
Or get ſome beer, in troth, *twou'd not. 
You're quite miſtaken, cried the Muſe, 
My offer you muſt not refuſe; 
All theſe complaints ſhall have an end, 
For I will be to you a friend; 
And for a ſubject you ſhan't ſtray, 
For its what you behold each day; 
The Lim'rick Ladies wild and fair, 
Who are fo talk'd of far and near. 
This your firſt theme, a pleaſant one, 
Well as you can let it be dune; 
To beauty, prude and to coquette, =» 
Be ſure you give fit epithet. | 
Poor Tom ſurpriz'd at what he heard, W 
Cou'd not reply a ſingle word, \ 
But ſoon as e'er the morning came, |, 
He ſent away his frighted dame; 8 
To ſell each uſeleſs thing he had, | 
His working tools and ſtock in trade; 
And buy him ink and ſtandiſh bright, 
With ev'ry implement to write : 
Now ladies, ſhou'd we diſagree, 
I hope you'll blame the Muſe not me. 
The wife ſoon came, her buſineſs done, 
And thus the Cobling Bard begun : ; 
Firſt let me ſing of them, Oh Muſe! +" 
Who do ſuch vanity diffuſe, - 2 * 
As plainly ſhews a love- ſick turn, 
And that for Hymen's bands they burn. 
H 
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Belinda with her coaxing leer, 
And Leſbia with her ſimp'ring ſneer; 
Uſe all their ſkill each beau to take, 
And glory when a ſlave they make; 
Lemira's uſe the wily cheat ; 
But lovely Roſe does too much prate. 
Sally cannot herſelf contain, 5 
Becauſe ſome ſay ſhe's like the queen; 
Clarinda with her flirting air, 
And Ceha ſpruce and debonnair, 
In them we ſee the finiſh'd prude, 
With.---Sir, I vow you're very rude ; 
'Their heads are as if fix't on wire, 
And ev'ry man of ſenſe they tire ; 
To Cynthia 1 will Flavia join, 
Whoe'er gets either wiil get coin; 
And they that have that now-a days, 
No matter what lies in the face. 
Sempronia's lovely looks are darts, 
And bright Liberia charms all hearts. 
Amelia's too have ev'ry charm, 

That might a“ hermit's boſom warm; 
They do ſo far outſhine the reſt, 
That to deſcribe em I'm perplext; 

I fain wou'd now with, pleaſure tell, 

What charms in fair Monimia dwell, 

And what ſweet Sella does reveal. 

But here, alas, my verſe grows faint, 

I wou'd but can't their beauty paint. 

Of all the laſſes in the town, 

That flirt it up and flirt it down, 

I] muſt not here forget the fair 

Who do make dreſs their only care; 
® Ironically, 


(59) 
Who, if they were one day confin'd, 
They'd be diſtracted in their mind; 
They're conſtantly inclin d to roam, 
And never can be kept at home. 
The handſome Lydia's uſe much prate, 
And Daphne at the higheſt rate, 
They Frenchifie their words at once, 
And half they ſwallow, half pronounce. 
Almeria wou'd think life a load, 
Except one half was ſpent abroad; 
Fair Clzopatria is complete, 
In the whole art of the coquette ; 
She has ſome beauty, but leſs wit, 
She can't the art of marriage hit; 
All her delight is in chit chat, 
And who wore this and who wore that. 
Always will Reſalinda charm, 


While gold can move or fortune warm; | 


For ſhe has that reſiſtleſs grace, 
Gold in the pocket and the face, 
Laura does ev'ry freedom take, 
And Phillts can with envy ſpeak ; 
Oh, how backbiting, calumny, 
Go down in th' evening with their tea; 
The foibles of theſe gadding fair, | 
An hundred pens cou'd not declare; 
'Tis pity but they're ſoldiers made, 
For they are never from their P'rade ; 
They bear ſuch hatred to the town, 
That none but Red Coats will go down ; 
They all want huſbands on my life, 
And who gets each will get a wife. 

H 2 


Now 
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| Now let me ſtrive to paint the fair, 

Who bleſt with wit and beauty are 4 

In P---y's form ſee majeſty, 

Exempt from pride and coquettry; 

Senſe and good nature in her meet, 

Stranger to envy and deceit; 

How happy is the man who'll find, 

Charms in the body and the mind ; 

The G and }/----ds all graceful prove, 

And imitate the queen of love ; 
Siſterly love is here diſplay d, 

Sweetneſs with modeſty array d; 

That which can win the knowing youth, 

Is native innocence and truth; 

And he that knows his intereſt, 

Will, of two evils, chooſe the leaſt ; 

$-.--gs, L---d and V--—t each can pleaſe, 

With unaffected, winning eaſe ; 

Beauty from L----y does beam forth, 

The maid can boaſt internal worth; 

In Lc without pride combine, 

Theſe charms that do unpractis d ſhine; 

In H----r we, with pleaſure, ſee 

Good ſenſe and ſweeteſt modeſty z 

P. --Is in blooming charms are dreſt, 

Simplicity ſtands here expreſt ; 

No female tricks are here diſplay d, 

That fill the town-bred artful-maid ; | 

A--d--r--11 can with eaſe impart, Er. off 

Pleaſure to an obdurate heart; 1 0 

The B---t5 next ſhall be my care, 4. | 

What each deſerves I'll give the fair; . 
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In them each requiſite we find, 
The ſenſe to pleaſe or charm the mind 
Nancy, enrich'd by bount” ous heav'n, 
Beauty and ſenſe to her are given; 
Jenny with graceful ſhape and mien, 
Appears too like the Paphian queen ; 
In Nelly too nought can we ſee, 
But what from affectation's free; 
Good manners make a happy wife, 
They ſweeten ey'ry care of life. 
7----y with ſweetneſs in her face, 
And V. h with each tranſcendent grace; 
With lovely look and dimpł d ſmile, 
They do th admirer's pain beguile: 
To them are given theſe artleis charms, 
That might adorn a monarch's arms, 
Make him his crown and ſceptre leave, 
To taſte the joys that love can give. 
Now for the widows and the wives, 
Who lead the hearty, merry lives; 
Behold in 7 Lommn 
Oh, how they love to be adar'd, 
The weeds and mourning on my ward 
Are ſignals for the men to board. 
Becauſe they know they court the men, 
More than the ladies of ſixteen. 
No houſhold care can Portia bind; 
 Citromia ne' er cou'd be confin'd ; 
Lavinia never yet cou d bear 
This marriage, it's an odious ſnare ; 
Aſpaſia, Marcia, Beatrice, 
v Have all 6 mils : 


\ \ 


With | 
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With paint and dreſs in vain they ſtrive, *; 
Youthful to look at forty- five; | $© 1 
Ot balls and cards till do they rave, 
When they have one foot in the grave; 
They're much miſtaken, it won't do, 
To eat their cake and have it too.; 
Ladies I now come to conclude, 
Pray do not ſay I have been rude ; 
Pve only here penn'd down what I 
Do in the fair each day deſcry ; _ 
Shou'd ye but ill reward my toil, 
I hope the gentlemen will ſmile ; 
But if ye all count me a fool, 
I'll curſe the trade and burn the tools; 
Return to cobling ſhoes again, 
And never more thus rack my brain. : 
CUUONICHICUCUCUCUCUCPTPCPEPCICIGY 

Am ACROST I Cc 


In Churchill's ſtrains cou'd my thoughts rehearſe, 
O r did the wit of Pope exalt my verſe; 

H is praiſe I'd ſing who wrote in Freedom's cauſe, 
N or wou'd he let baſe knaves infringe the laws, | 


vy hen fawning fav'ritesthrong'daround 3 
I n Patriot rage his free- born ſpirit ſnone, 


L ord's threats he fear d not, nor a minion's ned, 
K ingdoms + refuſed for his country's good ; 
E xpos d, his baſe, low ways to public ſcorn, 
S awney muſt to his barren ſoil return. 
FO Emo 2 
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LADIES 


OF THE CITY OP 


LIMERICK. 


E Lim'rick Ladies, beautiful and gay, 
Where'erdiſpers'd in merry groupes ye ſtray, 
Pleas'd with the taſk my lines to ye belong, 
Ye ſtill ſhall be the ſubject of my ſong ; 
No more the critic verſe the cobler pours, 
For who can criticiſe on worth like yours : 
But as ſome envious tongues will never ceaſe 


T9 vilifie the fair, fraught with each grace, 


14 f 
. : Pardon 

+ As ſome of the ſollowing lines bear a reſemblance to 
BUCKS, HAVE AT YE ALL, it may not be improper to in 


form the Reader, that it was firſt wrote in imitation of that 
Poem, and afterwards conſiderably lengthened. 
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Pardon me if the reaſon I reveal, 

And ftrive to give a cure the wound to heal. 
*Tis often ſaid that if a country 4 clown, 
Wor'd dreſs in ſcarlet ; comb his ſide-locks down; 
Then walk our Mall, that many of the fair, 
Wou'd bid him to their company repair, 
And take all pleaſure in each ſenſeleſs word, 
Becauſe the blockhead wore red, lace and ſword, 
Fm made to think, but tis with much amaze, 
That nonght like red can Lim'rick Ladies pleaſe ; 
Pright is their fancy, and by Mars I ſwear, 

I love the army----they defend the fair; 

To them protection, peace to all it brings, 

They bear commiſſions from the beſt of KINGS. 
But ſome there are, tho' honour'd by their poſt, 
To ev'ry ſenſe of honour they are loſt ; 
Debauch'd at midnight, revel thro' the ftreet, 
And make a thruſt at many that they meet: 

They run in debt, but never mean to pay, 

And when the rout arrives they ſteal away. 

Some have I known, who bound by honour's tie, 

Were fill'd with virtue and humanity ; 

Wou'd ſtudy to redreſs an injur d man, 

And fcorn to do an action baſe or mean; 

For helpleſs innocence wou'd lay no ſnare, | 

True to their word, and to their friend ſincere. 

And, Oh, ye Fair Ones, when their worth ye prove, 

Give them your hand, and bleſs them with your love. 

Scorn to encourage coxcombs, void of ſenſe, 

Replete with empty pride and ignorance; _ 80 
+ The Author would be very far from giving offence to an) 

Gentleman of the Army; but thoſe of a leſs honourable. dif 


poſition, he is not afraid to paint them in their proper colour! 
as they only diſgrace the names of e and Soldier. 
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So ſhall the men of worth your beauty] prize, 
And fame ſhall raiſe your merit to the ſkies. - 
| Whether ye grace the play-houſe, or the green, 

; Or at old B. -A s ye are weekly ſeen, 

Ye fair aſſembl'd at bright Yeaus' call, 

By Cupid's arrows I'll have at ye all! | 

By nature's hand the ſparks of love are ſtruck, 
d; Which wound that animal we call a—--BUCK ; 
| Nor is th' effect to him alone confin'd, 
© 3 It lives the ſame in ev'ry mortal's mind 

And ſeen or more or leſs in ev ry one, 

From the great monarch to the ſimple clown. 


Love is a blefling which indulgent heay'n, 
To ſweeten ew ry care of life has giv'n ; * 

For this men will forfake what to them's dear, 
Regard no intereſt, nor no danger fear; N 
When rougher paſſions fill the human breaſt, \\ 
In uniſons of peace, love makes them ſtand expreſt; 
'Tis love that makes the monarch leave his throne, 
ie, And, at the fair one's feet, lay kingdoms down; 

It teaches more than e en the greateſt ſchools, 
Fouls it makes wiſe, and wiſe men it makes fools, 

If the fair ſmiles,—-'tis ſweetneſs void of art, 

But, it ſhe frowns-—tear out this bleeding heart. 
For ever we muſt own their pow'rful ſway, 

When they command, tis our part to obey : 

For inſtance now, when lovely P---y moves, 
Around her play a thouſand little loves ; 

In her majeſtic form cobimn'd agree, 

The ſofteſt mildneſs and ſimplicity 3 hy 
1 | 


| (66) 
On ev'ry fide admiring BUCKS are ſeen, 
Who cry aloud, Come fee the Paphian queen ! 
When thefair G- As unnumber'd charms dupa, 
a ur we gaze the hours away; 
In ev'ry look ſhines native innocence, 
Beſtow'd by heav'n to captivate the ſenſe. 
Fair H/----pps are the wonder of their ſex, 
To point their faults does ev'ry BUCK perp'ex, 
And, Dian like, majeſtically tall, 
They do excell the nymphs at ev'ry ball. 
In Polly H--ck--n view the beaut'ous maid, 
In her each fair perfection is diſplay'd ; 
P. Is bright eyes give wounds no balm can cure, 
Cupid's keen arrows ſtrike not half ſo ſure ; 
Youth's faireſt charms in their bright formsappear, 
Softneſs and ſweet ſimplicity they wear. 
The artleſs grace that does round t S--m--r move, 
Unbends the heart to tenderneſs and love; 
What endleſs bliſs muſt all his moments crown, 
Who makes this captivating maid his own. 
Clare's county beauties fill the foul with love, 
More than the nymphs who dwelt in a's grove, _ 
To -u, giv'n theſe graces that can charm 
And T--m--s might the coldeſt boſom warm; 
Each ſmile of theirs might calm fierce paſſionꝰs rage, 
And ev'ry tumult in the breaſt aſlwage. 
On T--rn--y, $ R---ſe and V ſb we often geze, 1 
Fraught with each charm that can our fancy __ 
Their winning ſweetneſs fills us with amaze, 
There dwell the graces in ſimplicity, 
And innocence in all its gaity. 


5 'F 
1 Mi Mary © $ Miſs Betſy, 


-- = & 0.85: ß ̃ ß aro ee eats 


1 f 
If ſenſe and wit to pure good nature join d, 
Can give a luſtre to the female mind, 8 
7--r--y, in thee theſe requiſites we find, 
G--d--y's bright charms all pleaſure can impart, 
Her artleſs looks might melt a tyrant's heart. 
A ſet of ſuch fair ladies here reſort, | 
That this alone we may call Cupid s court; 
Their ev'ry action's free from pride or art, 
From ſighs and leers that mark the coquette's heart. 
Ye fair ones tutor'd at the boarding ſchool, 
Nay, do not laugh at me, nor call me fool; 
Ye who refolve to conquer ſoldier's hearts, 
Ye need not ſtudy much the winning arts; 
, Your beauty is ſo bright, your worth ſo great, 
That, I proteſt, they muſt capitulate. 
One look of yours the tend” reſt paſſions raiſe, 
And make them ſign whatever terms ye pleaſe. . 
Fair J/----e, in dancing, does ſo much excel}, .. 
She's thought a goddeſs ſhe performs fo well; 
H.-rd -y is bleſt with native innocence, 
And C--/I--s too can boaſt her ſhare of ſenſe : 
N-u- and M. I r, ſweetneſs does adorn, 
Mild as the breeze that blows each Summer's morn. 
Ant with all the care of heav'n were made, 
Nancy's in beauteous majeſty array d. 
Look at fair Betty and you'll own her ſway, 
lf you'd a thouſand hearts you'd look em all away; 
A blooming luſtre ſhines on her bright face, 
ln ev'ry geſture a reſiſtleſs grace; | 
To ſee her ſmile, to ſee her graceful move, 
Turns ev'ry thought to extacy and love. 
The P-.-rs5 uncommon excellence can boaſt ; 


Kitty in ev'ry company's a toaſt ; M 
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Molly has charms that bid our joys encreale, 
And form our anger into love and peace. 
And all ye angels that prefide o'er loye, 
Where'er the lovely maids are ſeen to rove, © 
Be watchful of them, hover round each head, 
Let no anxiety their tender breaſts invade, 

Now I've explor'd ſome of our beauties thro', 

And vainly trove to give each maid her due; 
So ſhou'd the lovely fair ones ſtrive to gain, 
The man of ſenſe,, and ev'ry fop diſdain, 
If I've forgot to mark minutely down, 
Each beauty that adorns this envied town 
I muſt not under their diſpleaſure fall, WM 
ve not the happineſs to know them all. es. 
Nor dol care the ladies to expreſs, 
Who do admire themſelves to ſuch exceſs, 

That if I fpoke, egad 1'd be afraid, 
That the next look I'd get wou'd ſtrike me dead- 
Some ſuch Pye got, but I am yet alive, 

By their good nature deftin'd to ſurvive. | 
They will forgive the thoughtleſs ſtubborn Muſe, 
Who cou'd ſuch faultleſs charms as theirs abuſe. 
From that ſame Mule they will theſe lines receive, 
For they're the laſt that ſhe to them will give; 
But e' er I take, perhaps, this laſt adieu, 
Accept a wiſh that's form'd alone for you. | 
Firſt that your bliſs may rival that above, 

May ye live happy with the men ye love; 

May honour's tie their ev'ry action bind, 
Freedom of temper, and a gen'rous mind: 
May your bleſt choice from virtue never move, 
May all their ſtudy be t engage your love ; 


= 


| ( 69) 
May godlike actions meet in them to blend? 
The tender lover with the faithful friend 


May ſweet content crownev'ry peaceful day, 
May all your hours be ever tranquil, gay: 


88 n wan ans | 


Camp your joy and ey api, 


Written on a WINDOW. 


But let me ſtrive to tell of beauty's queen, 
Be ever ſilent all my feeble lays, 


Or let me ſing in lovely Zare's praiſe , 


Zara, the matchleſs Fair, whoſe heav'nly dms, 


Fill with delight, and each defire warms : | 
Beware, ye youth, of Zara's ſparkling eyes * 


Her to behold, for Jove's too great a prize: :- 


Oh, that I had a thouſand tongues to move 
The pity of the charming fair I love; 
Cou'd I but write what is fair Zarg's due. 

Or had Lall the fill great Afiros knew; 

Her leaſt per ſectiom cou d I but rehearfe, 
Each window of the houſe Pd fill with verſe. 


late of the 12 ſt R. Foot, Juh, 12, 1762. 


HE ſword, the ſaſh upon the coffin laid, 
And mournful fife denote. the ſoldier dead ; 
Snatch'd 


O paultry lines ſhall on this glaſs be de:; 


On the Death of Lieutenant GEO. GORE, 


| cn 
Snateh'd from gay life, by unrelenting death, 


| In blooming youth GORE juſt reſign'd his breath ; 


| 


| 


i 


Perhaps, fole object of a parent's care, 


Beloy'd, perhaps, by fome lov'd tender fair; 
Each thought employ'd, each wiſh on him alone, 
But now each tender thought with him is gone : 
See him call'd hence, to meet a'pow'rfut GOD, 
Who ſhakes the mountains with his awſul nod ; 


Thunder and wind obey his dread command 


He holds the ſeas in his Almighty hand. 
You that unmindful let the moments fly, 


. Think that each day may bring eternity, 


And learn to live e er you are doom'd to die. 


On the OFFICERS of Col. Giſborne's 


Regiment being ordered to wear Saſhes 
on their Bellies, 


F ſoldiers we're told who have gen'rals been 
made, 

And alſo of gen'rals on whom blame was laid ; 
But a whole corps of officers their ſaſhes to wear 
On their bellies ; tis odious, I vow and declare; 
How fooliſh muſt one of theſe gentlemen look, 

| When he's aſk'd in the ſtreet for his orderly book, 
Then replies, greatly vex'd, fuch mockery to meets 


{| © Oh, Sir, you're miſtaken, I'm no ſerjeant yet: 
But he that invented this faſhion at firſt, _ 


Was greatly afraid that our bellies wou d burſt, 
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PROGRESS or LOVE 


Written at the R ueſt of a GENTLEMAN 
after he had told the AUTHOR the St 
of his PASSION for one of the FAIL 
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) INTRODUCTION, 
f E T ſome refin d, exalted genius ſing, 


The penſion-giving Caledonian ſtring | 
Of knaves, who did their fov'reign's truſt betray, 
nd ſtrove to rule with arbitrary ſway ; 

Let ſome affected, ſlighted fop hold forth, 

Rail at the fair, and count their's trifling worth, 
llacken each grace that does with luſtre ſhine, 

and curſe the maid. that was before divine: 

; Of others let it be the only care, 

To ſing of arms, of victory and war 

ok, To ſing the many conqueſts we have gain'd, 

ect, ¶ low diſtant climes with human blood were ſtain'd 
decount the many battles we have won, 

What wonders Britons in this war have done; 

y humbler muſe each faculty does move, 
N love to ſing, of heart-invading love: 


What 


. 
Wut, like the tender theme of love can warm] 
A youthful breaſt, and all its paſſions charm ? 
At beauty's ſhrine even kings thernſelves lay down 
Their ſceptres, and all greatneſs do diſown ; 
Soy reigns and ſubjects muſt love's laws obey, 


He makes them bend to his reſiſtleſs ſway ; 
He knows no difference in the poor or great, 


But all alike-are ſubject to his fate: 
For this the ſoldier conquers his proud foe, 
And will the greateſt hardſhip undergoe: 


To ſing its progreſs, pleaſure, and its-power,, 
T come, and try love's dictates to explore. 


LIBERT Y.. 
. Firſt let me call to mind in grateful lays,. 
The dear remembrance of the happy days, 
| The happy days chat did in joy paſs by, 
With friendſhip bleſs d, and ſweet tranquillity; 
Them: days are gone, pleaſure with them farewell, 
Nothing but love can ſooth (i) the grief I feel, 
Them happy days that did ſo jocund move, 
Then was my heart inſenſible to love, 
From all its fair allurements I was free, 
Then cau'd I boaſt my preeious liberty. 
Scarce before So] forſook the radiant Faſt, 
And the blue ſky with all its beauty drefs'd ; 
I roſe each moruing with the earlieſt dawn, 
And then I fonght the dew-befprinkl'd lawn ; 
Around I view d the wonders of the Lord, 
What fruitful plains his g>odneſs'did afford : - 


dome- 
(i) For thedtenk of « ———— 
that time. 
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Sometimes I did upon the Shannon glide, 
While curling waves o'ertopp'd it's ſwelling tide, 
And when the Sun had reach'd his glory's top, 
Convers'd a while with Mon or with Pope; 
With them I ſought the cool, refreſhing ſhade, 
Where the Sun's heat, retirement can't invade; 
At evening o'er the walks of Lim'rick ſtray, 
Where many a ſwain has gaz'd his heart away; 
And tho' I ſaw ſome beauty in each eye, 
Unheeded, I cou'd let them all paſs by; 
No charms affected cou'd my heart enthrall, 
By Delia's es. * doom d to fall. 


FALLING IN LOVE. 

Tnus did each day glide on in joy and peace; 
But cou'd I think that it fo ſoon wou'd ceaſe ? 
Soon I muſt leave, alas | theſe joys, to prove 
The pain, the pleaſure, and the pow'r of loye, 
Bleft be the day thro each revolving year, 
For ever may it be ſerene and fair 4 
Oh, let me ne'er forget the well known day, 
That ſaw me own my Delia's gentle ſway ; 
Mine did I fay, ah, why. in ſo much haſte, 
That bliſs wou'd be too great for me to taſte ; 
lIlook'd, but oh! to love what need I more, 
And what love was I never knew before ; 
With wonder fill'd, I view'd her lovely face, 
Each unaffected, native, matchleſs grace, 
There beauty it's tranſcendent luſtre ſhow'd, 
Excelling ſweetneſs in each feature glow'd ; 
Fair as the charms of virtue pure, refin'd, 
That ſpread their luſtre o'er a virgins mind. 


(74) 


No town-bred airs to raiſe en unchaſte flame, 
But ſuch as well deſery'd the pureſt name; 
There dwelt each grace that pleaſure can impart, 
And ew ry look might. warm the coldeſt heart z 
Took'd, but th panerring dart I did — 
Till I had found it pierc'd my heart like ſteel ; 
In vain I troy to cure the fatal wound, 

My greateſt efforts all were vain I found. 

Ye flirts and prudes, ſaid I fo proud, fo gay, 
What practis d beauty can ye now diſplay ? 
Ye vain coquettes in all] pro ch Gary, 
WheaJhall I find a maid, like Delia fair 


ADMIRATION. 


Venus thou queen of beauty and of love, 
And little Cupid too with wings like dove ; 
Hover around me while I ftrive to tell, 
The pleaſure that with conſtant love does dwell. 
Delia to thee does ev'ry line belong. 
Delia for thee I make my verſe, my ſong ; 
Twas Delia fuſt inſpir'd my earlieſt lays, 
'T was then Iſtrove to write in Dehia's 5 praiſe ; 
In Delia's praiſe the valley's maze ſhall ring, 
Of Delia's charms let me ne'er ceaſe to fing : 
Whenl alone ſtray d thr the winding vale, 
Where lovers often tell an am*rous tale, 
I talk'd of Delia while with love I burn d. 
And bounding echo her lov'd name return'd ; 
As I have meditated in the bower, 
Beſet all-round with'ev'ry ſort of flower, 
I've gather'd handfuls of the pink and roſe, 
And did each letter of her name compoſe ; 


3 | 

Then plac'd in order on the tufted ground, 

That they by lovely Dela might be found; 

To ſhew the maid with 7 beauty fraught, 
To her I dedicated ev'ry thought... 

When I betiald fair Dila's eyes fo bright, 
My very heaft was fill'd with foft delight; 
Contending paſſions ifi my Breaft were toſs'd, 
And all my reaſbn and ny ſenſe were loſt; 

Struck with ſutprize, and frantic with amaze, 

on Delia cou'd never ceaſe to gaze, © 
[ſought the place that Dag did frejuent. 
Said where ſhe ſtald, and follow'd where ſhe went, 
When abſent from the dear, the lovely fair, 

wrote, I talk'd, I thought df none but her. 


JEAL OU S . 

How much Pve lov'd; witneſs ye gentle pow'rs; 
That have preſided o'er thoſe happy hour, 
la peace and joy they danc'd' their daily round; 

In lovidg Delia ev'ry wifh I found: 3 * 
Twas love and Delia at each days return, 

And ev'ry day made love more fiercely burn; 

Too faſt I let the fatal paſſion plead, | 
Nor did I ever think what wou d ſtcceed ; 3 
n love's fair bark I ventur d all my ſtore, 

Hoping td reach ſome hoſpitable ſhore; 

Where I might find ſome medicine to eaſe, 

ind cool the fire that did my vitals feize ; 

while I calmly plough'd the liquid plain. 

Vith gentle breezes and refreſhing rain; 

but ſoon the ſcene waschang'd and nought was ſeen, 
ut black'ningclouds, with burſting ſtorms between; 
n rocks and quickſands I was quickly toſs'd, 

ud all my treaſure in the billows loſt. Thug 
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Thus when hend. forgotten be the day! 
That I did hear ſome envious perſon ſay, 
Some fav'rite youth was to receive the maid, 
Joy of his life, and partner of his bed; 
Then did I curſe the day that gave me birth, | 
And wiſh that Twas buried in the earth; 


Then madneſs ſeiz'd my tortur d, anxious breaſt, | 


It may be felt, but cannot be expreſs d 

Even then I wiſh'd, Delia might happy be, 
Though I were driven to endleſs miſery. 

When Delia in the ſprightly dance I've ſeen, 
Her winning ſhape, her careleſs eaſe and mien, 
Whene'er I ſaw an envied partner by, 
oY heart was fill'd with fear and jealouſy, 


D A I R. 
With fears and jealouſy, to ſee him ſtand, 
Cloſe by her ſide, and touch her lovely hand; 
See ev'ry ſmitten youth her form admire, 
Oh! how it adecd fuel to my fire; 
For who can tell the torment that does move 
The breaſt of him that's rival'd in his love 
And who cou'd e'er deſcribe a lover's pain, 
When thoughts like theſe does in his boſom reign? 
But why ye Gods ! Why was I doom'd to wear 
Her chain! who is ſo exquiſitely fair ? 
So fair, that had great Jove beheld the prize, 
To change his form, he ne'er had left the ſkies. 
One look I gave, but oh ! that one alone! 
Saw my heart loſt, and all my freedom gone. 
And as a ſtranger on the Afric ſand, 
Travels along, and no relief at hand, 
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No chryſtal ſpring his drooping heart ta ches, 
No light to guide him, and no cottage near, 


1 
At length o ercome with heat and out of ee 
He ſits him down to wait for welcomedeath: - 


Een ſo cou'd I meet his deſtroying dart, 
For black deſpair had ſeiz'd my love-ſick Monde 
Love, Deli: and deſpair my heart poſſeſi d, 

They robb'd my days of peace, my nights of 0 | 

Diſtraction ſeiz'd me, and I rav'd, I burn'd, :.. 

And all my thoughts to love and madneſs tum d: 

« Raſh youth ſtop there,” ſaid love and . 
ung 

« I ne ler deſtroy d thoſe that n faithful been, 

& The maid is not inſenſible to love, 

Ive ſent my boy her tender heart to move 

* How much you love, I bid him Delia tell, 

T And now her breaft does gen en 


oo FE. \) 
Thus did a gleam of hope revive my het, 

And joy unſpeakable to me impart; 

Contending paſſions then to war did ceaſe, 

Then did my boſom harbour ſmiling peaoe;ñ 

And as a ſailor that has ſhipwreck'd been, 

Laſt of the crew, he floats upon the man. 

Some ſhatter'd maſt he graſps with eager ſtrife, 

Hoping he may prolong his precious life; © 

Soon as he ſees ſome wiſh'd for help draw nigh, 

His drooping ſoul revives with thanks and oy: 

Such was my joy when next with ſweet ſurprize, 

| met the glances of fair Delia's eyes: : 


Imet 
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I met her ſparkling eyes, and oh! from theyee, 
For all my pain it was full recompence ; 

Each look cou'd wound without the aid of art; 
Each look might warm the coldeſt, hardeſt heart; 
Then did I doubly bleſs the happy hour, 

That ſaw me own love's gentle, pleaſing pow'r. 
What art thou lofe! that kings therſves obey | 
And cone tors too muſt bend beneath thy ſway, 
It makes them leave their kingdom and their crown, 
And cbndeſcend all grandeur to lay down ; 

It conftitates our earthly happineſs, 

The pleafure of pure love, pen can't expreſs, 

And ſoothing hope, thou offspring of ſome God, 
Without thee, life itſelf wou'd be a load ; 

The vretch that does all miſety endure, 

*Tis hope alone his comfort can procure: 
When the fond youth is caught with love's ſurprize, 
Hope buoys him up, and all his wiſhes riſe, 5 
And when with jealous thoughts his boſom burns, 
He hopes he's wrong, and then his ſenſe returns. 


ABSENCE. 
Of Abſence now unwillingly I ſing, | 
For that's a theme that can no pleaſure bring ; 
When Delia's abſent, abſent is all joy, 
No pleafing ſubje& can my thoughts employ ; 
Except it be to tell my Beanty's Queen, 
That when I do frequent the rural ſcene, 
With brooks I murmur, and to rocks complain, 
And ſay, ah, when will ſhe return again? 
Bear it to her, thou breeze, how much I love, 
And, ye ſoft winds, that whiſper thro' the od. 


(79) 
With me theſe rural proſpects ſeem to mourn 
Fair Delia's ſtay, and wiſh for her return; 
And, all ye Angels, that protest the fait, 
Let Delia be your greateſt, conſtant care: 
Grant to her peaceful nights and joyful days, 
With ev'ry thing that can our fancy pleaſe ; 
Ye flow'rs where er the lovely maid does ſtray, 
With all your ſcented ſweets perfurne the way. 
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CONSTANCY. 


In what ſoft language ſhall I now expreſs, 
And tell the deareſt maid my love's exceſs ? 


Yes Delia, while this tide of life remains, 
My love-bred pleaſures, and my love-bred pains; 
Een tho' diſtraction ſeiz'd on me to death, 
And I was going to reſign my breath 

I'd claſp thy lovely image in my arms, 
Gaze on each grace and bleſs thy matchleſs charms , 
Shou'd I be doom'd t inhabit the bleak ſhore, 

Tho' I were baniſh'd to the Torrid Zone, 

Of Delia's charms I'd ſing of her's alone. 


Ode toa COUNTRY LAFE, 
Inſcribed to Mrs. JANE LYSAGHT. 
O W happy is a country life, 
How full of mirth, and peace and joy; 
How free from envy, care and ſtrifey: 
Harmleſs ſports their time employ yz 
How full of roſy colour d health, 
Unlike the tranſient joys of wealth : 


How 
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How bleſt are they who ſpend each peaceful hour, 
Beneach the cheat of knaves, or HOWE of haughty 
pow'r. $42 ; 
__ Strangers to lewdneſs and to vice, 
Strangers to all wantonneſs; 
Strangers to baſe avarice, 
Strangers to ſloth and to exceſs : 
Free from foul debauchery, 
Fall of fair frugality : 
Strange to the flatt'ring crowd the court employs, 
The town's ne care, and city's buſtling 
noiſe. 
The warbling, feather'd ſongſters notes, 
Harmoniouſly our ear delight; 8 
The ſhady groves aad cooling grotts, 
Captivate th' enraptur'd fight ; 
All the wholeſome air is fill'd 
With the fragrance of the field : 
The fruitful plains with golden grain o'er ran, 
ang 45 Heav'n has been to thankles 


What ple pleaſing proſpect to behold 
- © The bounding buck ſkip o'er the plain; 
Or under hedge, or in the fold, 
The fleecy flock ſecure from rain: 
The chryſtal brooks in gurgling ril's, 
Tumbling from the pebbl'd hills : 
Behold the horn'd herd aſcend the ſteep, 
Or from a height ſurvey the boundleſs, azure deep. 
The huſbandman in the ſimpleſt lays, 
While at his work a ſonnet ſings, 
When Sol with his all-chearing rays, 
The ripen'd yellow Harveſt brings: What 
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What joy! to ſee him ſink beneath the ſkies, 
And in the clouds a thouſand beauties riſe : 
What joy ! to ſee at morn his beaming light, 
Peep thro the lofty elm, and fill all with delight. | 
What pleaſure the fleet ſtag to chace ? 
The cunning fox, or hare ſurprize 
In ambuſh wait; the ſnipe to paſs, 
Or lure the ſalmon with falſe flies: 
Or when bright Sol's in mid-day pow'r, 
With Young or Milton ſpend an hour: 
Or hand in hand, with Delia wind the vale, | 
And contemplate the Heav'ns; or tell ſome tender 
tale. 
How happy then muſt be the hours, 
That are in calm retirement ſpent ? 
Where envy ne'er can ſhew its power, 
Ambition nor black diſcontent : 
Where all around the ſpacious green, 
The goodneſs of our GOD is ſeen : 
hf The tender lambkins in the valley's naaze, 
All ſeem to tell with joy, their great Creator's pri 
Grant Heav'n, that I may ſtill be free 
From want, rot curs'd with too much wann, 
Contented let me always be, 
Give me that choiceſt bleſſing health: 
O let me ſnun the hurtful ways, 
That run in folly's winding maze, 
Where' er I live, whate er my time employs, 


Teach me the paths, O Lord, that lead * 
Joys. 
L on 
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day that brings the welcome news, 

Let joy thro? ev ry breaſt diffuſe, 
And Grow now depart : 

Returning life to PERY'sgiv'n, 
The fav rite of mankind and HEAVN, 
Who reigns in ev'ry heart: 

Be bleſt the day that lam our hope ſurvive, 

Juſtly by all beloy'd, long, long may PERY live. 


When late we heard that Heav'n was pleas'd 
Our worthy patriot ſhou'd be ſeiz d, 
Wut ſever's raging pow'r ; Vi 
All Lim ricł's joy to grief did turn, 
Juſt cauſe ſhe'd have the loſs to mourn, 
On her his gifts does ſhow*r : 
She knows he is her beft, her greateſt friend, 


That with his precious life her grandenr'sriſe muſt 
end. 


Not ſhe alone, but all the land, 
Muſt own that he did always ſtand, 
The firſt in freedom's cauſe; 


(4) | 
His honeſt heart, free from deceit, 
Envy herſelf did on kim wait, - 
 Tocrown him with applauſe : 
*Midft Cormmons ſpoke, and ftill ſucceſs he found 


His ſtrong perfaaſive ſpeech with truth On 
crown'd. 


Faithful as wiſe, ſuſt and fincere ; 
In ev'ry threat'ning hour ; | | 
Th' ALMIGHTY heard his ſupplients call, 
A victim wou d not let him fall, 
Todeath's reliftlelb powr: 
Bad him begane —and heath to PERY gives, 
In trains of thatiks and joy, FBERNIA ſhout he 


Written on the COVER ”_ LOOKING 


GLASS, a ae do being printed 


(84) 
Inſtead of flattering 
| | Their pride; 

*. | Let it remind them, 


| That all te boom, dann and ati 
Of the one, | 


FF 
A DRINKING SONG. 


OOK, ye Bucks, into that bowl, 
That with Weſtern juice o'erflows; 
The ſight of that revives the foul, _ ; 


| © See what charms it does diſcloſe, 
Since we're met let.mirth abound, 
Let no dulneſs here be found ; 


Of our time let's make the moſt, 
Firſt our noble ſelves we'll toaſt. - 


Now, my friends, your grief remov'd,. 

Let the glaſſes all be fill'd, 
| Alexander drinking lov'd, 

More than conq ring in the field: 
Inſpired by this brave ſoldiers fight, 
To ſave from ſlaviſn power theit right, 
Long may they fame and glory bring, 
Here's a health to George our King. 


Le 


(8s) 


Let the glaſs again go round. 


Never mind dull preaching fools ; 
In it there's more wiſdom found, | 


Than in philoſophic ſchools ; 


This does form our hearts for love, 


Makes us bleſt as Gods above, 
Frees us from anxiety; 


Here's liquor, love and loyalty. 


Fill again, my noble ſouls, 


Never let dull thoughts perplex ; 
Pleaſure in a bumper rolls, 


- * 


More than in the fand Fair Sex: 
Let us baniſh ev'ry fear, 
And ne er harbour dull deſpair, 


Leave to huſbands care and ftrife, 
Here's a ſhort and merry life. 


Fill each bumper up again, 

There is nothing like a glaſs; | 
It expels tormenting pain, 

And brings joy in every place: 
We are happier than Kings, . 
When we laugh, and drink and fing, 
t ſets our hearts from trouble free, 


Here's health, joy and liberty. 


Seize again the ſparkling glaſs, 
We muſt not forge 


t the Fair; 


Let us toaſt each lovely laſs, 


That is free from prudiſh fear: 


Next to this they bring us joy, 


They do cach fond wiſh imploy, 


1 


(86) 
E ſhe kind and conſtant proves, 
Each of us drink the laſs he loves, 


Let each glaſs again be ſeiz d, 
May we ne'er of this be ſcant ; 

May we all be rightly pleaſed, 

In what e er we wiſh or want, 

May we always be content, 

With the lot kind Heav'n has fent, 

May ve ne'er ungrateful prove, 

May we live happy with them we love. 

One glaſs more to end the fong, - 

And a ſentiment expreſs ; 

May our days all glide along, 
In ſweet peace and happineſs, 

May our hves be free from fear, 

And from heart-corroding care, 

Till they have a happy end, 

May we neler want a bottle or friend, 


